Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



XLy U^h?J 




HARVARD 

COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



JOURNAL. 



o 



JOURNAL. 



BY 




FRANCES ANNE BUTLER. 



IN TWO VOLUMES. 



VOIi* II* 



C PHILADELPHIA: 
CAREY, LEA & BLANCHARD. 

1835. 









iiM((Mi&aou^E Lisaunr 



_ • 

lElttf tr^O> according to the Act of Congress, in the 
by Caret, Lea & Blanchard, in the Clerk's Office of t] 
Court for the Eastern District of Pennsylvania. 



-3 



JOURNAL. 



Saturday* 

Deoembel* lit. ^ ^^^'^ 



^\ 



FiRst day of the last month of the year — go it old fel- 
low ! rm sick of the road, and would be at my journey's 
end. Got two hundred dollars from my father, and im- 
mediately after breakfast sallied forth : paid biUs and visits, 
and came home. Found my father sitting with our kins- 
man, Mr. , busily discussing the family origin, root, 

branches, and al). We are an old family, they say, but 
the direct line is lost after Charles the Second's reign. 
Our kinsman is a nice man, with a remarkably fine face, 
with which I was greatly struck. When he was gone, 
persuaded my father to come down and take a breathing 
on the Battery with me. And a breathing it was with a 
vengeance. The wind blew tempestuously, the waters, 
all troubled and rough, were of a yellow green colour, 
breaking into short, strong, angry waves, whose glittering 
white crests the wind carried away, as they sank to the 
level surface again. The shores were all cold, distinct, 
sharp-cut, and wintry-looking, the sky was black and 
gloomy, with now and then a watery wan sunlight run- 
ning through it. The wind was so powerful, we could 
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scarcely keep our legs. My sleeves and skirts fluttered 
in the blast, my bonnet was turned front part behind, my 
nose was blue, my cheeks were crimson, my hair was- all 
tangled, my breath was gone, my blood was in a glow : 

what a walk ! Met dear Dr. , whom I love. Came 

in — dined. After dinner, bethought me that I had not 
called upoa Mrs. — -— according to promise. Sent for 
a coach, and set forth thither ; didn't know the number, 
go drove up Spring street, and down Spring street, and 
finally stopped at a shop, got a directory, and found the 
address. Sat a few minutes with her, and at five o'clock 
left her. The day was already gone — the gloamin 
come. The keen cutting wind whizzed along ^e 
streets ; huge masses of dark clouds, with sofl brown 
edges lay on the pale delicate blue of the evening sky. 
The moon was up, clear, cold, and radiant ; the crowd had 
ebbed away from the busy thoroughfare, and only a few 
men in great coats buttoned up to their chins, and women 
wrapped in cloaks, were scudding along in the dim twi- 
light and the bitter wind towards their several destina- 
tions, with a frozen shuddering look that made me laugh. 
I had got perished in the coach, and seeing that the dark- 
ness covered me, determined to walk home, and bade the 
coach follow me. How pleasant it was : I walked tre- 
mendously fast, enjoying the fresh breath of the north, 
and looking at the glittering moon, as she rode high in the 
evening sky. How I do like walking alone — ^being alone ; 
for this alone I wish I were a man. At half past five 
went to the theatre. The house was crammed ; play. 

Hunchback. I missed from his accustomed seat, 

and found that like a very politician he had changed sides. 
I played abominably ; my voice was weak and fagged. 
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After the play, Katharine and Petruchio. I played that 
better; my father was admirable — it went off delightfully. 
When it was over, they called for my father, and with me 
in his hand, he went on. The pit rose to us like Chris- 
tiani^ and shouted and hallooed as I have been used to 
hear. I felt sorry to leave them : they are a pleasant au?- 
dience to act to, and exceedingly civil to us, and I have 
got rather, attached to them. New York too seems nearer 
home than any other place, and I felt sorry to leave it. 
When we had withdrawn, and were going up stairs, we 
heard three distinct and tremendous cheers. On asking 
what that meant, we learnt 'twas a compliment to us — 

thimk 'em kindly. Came home : found Mr. had 

sent me Contarini Fleming. Began reading it, and could < 
scarce eat my supper for doing so. * * 



While dressing, received a "sweet note" from Mrs. 

, accompanied with a volume of Bryant's poetry, 

which, as I like vory much, I am her obliged. Swal- 
lowed two niouthfuls of bread, and away to church. It 
was very crowded, and a worthy woman had taken pos- 
session of the corner seat in Mr. 's pew, with a fid- 
getting little child, which she kept dancing up and down 
every two minutes ; though in church I wished for the 
days of King Herod. What strange thoughts did occur 
to me to-day during service. 'Cis the first Sunday in 
Advent. The lesson for the day contained the history of 
the Annunciation. What a mystery our belief is : how 
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seldom it is that we consider and as it were take hold of 
what we say we believe, and when we do so, how bewil- 
dered and lost we become, — how lost among a thousand 
wild imaginations, — how driven to and fro by a thousand 
doubts, — ^how wrecked amidst a thousand fears. Sufcly 
we should be humble : we should indeed remember that 
we cannot know, and not strive for that knowledge which 
our souls will l^e themselves in seeking for, arid our over- 
strained minds crack in reaching at. * * 

At the end of service they sang Luther's hymn. I cried 
with nervous excitement, not at that, but at my recollec- 
tion of Braham's singing it with that terrible trumpet ac- 
companiment, that used to make my heart stand still and 
listen. Stayed and took the sacrament, * * 



Game home : found a whole regiment of men. His ho- 
nour the Recorder, who is my especial delight, Mr. , 



I , whom I greatly alOfection ; to these presently en- 
tered Mr, ' ■ ■ and Mr. , They one by one bade 

me goodfby ; how disagreeable that is, that good-^by. 
Mr. ■ read me a passage out of one of Jeffrey's let- 
ters describing an English fine lady. The picture is ad- 
mirable, and most faithful ; they are, indeed, polished, 
brilliant, smooth as ice, as slippery, as treacherous, as 

cold. When they were all gone, Colonel gave me 

to read the descriptive sketch of the French opera, La 
Tentation, that has been^^^etting all Paris wild. What an 
atrocious piece of blasphemy, indecency, and folly — what 
a thoroughly French invention. Mad people ! mad peo- 
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pie ! mad people ! Looked over bills, settled accounts, 
righted desk, tore up papers; among others, sundry 
anonymous love letters that I had treasured up as speci* 
mens of the purely funny in composition, but which be- 
ffanfto take up too much room. Dressed for dinner. 
Afler dinner sat writing journal, and reading Contarini 
Fleming. » * # # « 

# * * * * * * 



MoBdAFf 3d* 

Rose at half past four. The sky was black as death,^ 
but in the night winter had dropped his mande on the 
earth, and there it lay, cold, and purely white, against the 
inky sky. Dressed : crammed away all the gleanings of 
the packing, and in thaw, and sleet, and rain, drove down 
to the steamboat. Went directly to the cabin. On my 
way thither, managed to fall down half a dozen steep 
steps, and give myself as many bruises. I was picked up 
and led to a bed, where I slept profoundly till breakfast 

time. Our kinsman, Mr. , was our fellow-passen-^ 

ger : I like him mainly. After breakfast returned to my 
crib. As I was removing Contarini Fleming, in order ta 
lie down, a lady said to me, ** Let me look at one of those 
books," and without further word of question or acknow* 
ledgment, took it from my hand, and began reading. I 
was a little surprised^ but said nothing,^ and went to sleep.^ 
Presently I was roused by a pull on the shoulder, and 
another lady, rather more civil and particularly oonsido-^ 
rate, asked me to do her the favour of lending her the 
other. I said by all manner of means, wished her at the 

1* 
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devil, and turned round to sleep once more. Arrived at 
Aroboy, we disembarked and bundled ourselves into our 
coach, ourselves, our namesake, and a pretty quiet lady, 
who was going, in much heaviness of heart, to see a sick 
child. The roads were unspeakable ; the day most to- 
lightfully disagreeable. My bruises made the saltatory 
movements of our crazy conveyance doubly torturing; in 
short, all things were the perfection of misery. I at- 
tempted to read, but found it utterly impossible to do so. 
Arrived at the Delaware, we took boat again ; and, as I 
was sitting very quietly reading Contarini Fleming, with 
the second volume lying on the stool at my feet, the same 
unceremonious lady who had borraioed it before, snatched 
it up without addressing a single syllable to me, read as 
long as she pleased, and threw it down again in the same 
style when she went to dinner. Now I know that half 
the people here, if they were to read that in Mrs. Trol-* 
lope, would say, ** Oh, but you know she could not have 
been a lady ; 'tis not fair to judge of our manners by the 
vulgar specimens of American society which a steamboat 
may afford." Very true : but granting that she was not 
a lady, (which she certainly was not,) supposing her to 
have been a housemaid, or anything else of equal preten- 
sions to good breeding, the way to judge is by comparing 
her, not with ladies in other countries, but with house- 
maids, persons in her own condition of life, and 'tis most 
certain that no person whatsoever, however ignorant, low, 
or vulgar, in England, would have done such a thing as 
that. But the mixture of the republican feeling of equality 
peculiar to this country, and the usual want of refinement 
common to the lower classes of most countries, forms a 
singularly felicitous union of impudence and vulgarity to 
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be met with no where but in America.* Arrived at the 
Mansion House, which I was quite glad to see again. In- 

* In speaking of the bad and ^sagreeable results of the politi- 
ca^ttastitutions of this country, as exhibited in the feelings and 
manners of the lower orders, I have every where dwelt upon 
those which, from my own disposition, and the opinions and sen- 
timents in whicii I have been educated, have struck me most, and 
most unfavourably. But I should be sorry to be so blind, or so 
prejudiced as not to perceive the gi*eat moral goods, which arise 
from the very same source, and display themselvea strongly in i 
the sanne class of people. Honesty and irutht excellenciea so 
great, that the most bigoted worshipper of the forms and divi- 
sions of societies in the old world, would surely be ashamed to 
weigh them in the balance agadnst the deference there paid to 
rank or riches, or even the real and very agreeable qualities of 
dvility and courtesy. Americans (I speak now of \.\\& peopky^noX. 
the gentlemen and lacUes, they are neither so honest and true, nor 
quite so rude,) are indeed independent. Every man that will 
work a little can live extremely well. No portion of the country 
is yet overstocked with followers of trades, not even the Atlantic 
cities. Living is cheap — ^labour is dear. To conclude, as the 
Irish woman said, « It is a darling country for poor folks; for if 
I work three days in the week, can't I He in isky bed the other 
three if I plase ?" This being so, all dealings between hancU- 
craftsmen and those who employ them, tradesmen and those who 
buy of them, servants and those who are served by them, are 
conducted upon the most entire system of reciprocity of advan- 
tage ; indeed, if anything, the obligation appears always to lie on 
that party which, with us, is generally supposed to confer it. 
Thus — my shoemaker, a person with whom I have now dealt 
largely for two years, said to me the other day, upon my remon* 
strating about being obliged regularly to come to his shop and 
unboot, whenever I order a new pair of walking boots — " Well, 
ma'am, we can keep your measure certainly, to oblige you, but as 
a rule we don't do it for any of our customers, it's so very trou-v 
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stalled myself in a room, and while they brought in the 
packages, finished Contarini Fleming. It reminded me of 

blesome." These people are then, as I s^d before, most truly 
independent ; they are therefore never servile, and but seldddi 
civil, but for the very same reason they do not rob you — they do 
not need to do so; neither do they lie to you, for your favour or dis- 
pleasure in no way aifects their interest. If you entrust to their 
care materials of any sort to make up, you are sure, no matter 
how long you may leave them in their hands, or how entirely 
you may have forgotten the quantity originally given, to have 
every inch of them returned to you : and you are also generally 
sure that any question you ask, with regard to the quality of 
what you purchase, will be answered without any endeavour to 
impose upon you, or palm upon your ignorance that which is 
worse for that which is better. Two circumstances, which have 
come under my own knowledge, will serve to illustrate the spirit 
of the people; and they are good illustrations to quote, for simi- 
lar circumstances are of daily and hourly occurrence. 

A farmer who is in the habit of calling at our house on his vray 
to market, with egg^ poultry, etc., being questioned as to whe- 
ther the eggs were new-laid, replied, without an instant's heata- 
tion, <*No, not the very fresh ones, we eat oil these oursdvea." 

On' returning home late from the play one night, I could not 
find my slippers any where, and, afler some useless searching, 
performed my toilet for bed without them. The next morning, 
on inquiring of my maid if she knew anything of them, she re- 
plied, with perfect equanimity, that having walked home through 
the snow, and got her feet extremely wet, she had put them on^ 
and forgotten to restore them to theur place before my retunu 
Nobody, I think, will doubt that an English farmer, and an En- 
glish servant, might sell stale egg^ and use their mistresses' slip- 
pers ; but I think it highly doubtful, that either fact would have 
been acknowledged with such perfect honesty any where but 
here. As to the servants here, except the blacks, and the poor 
Irish bread-hunters who come over, there are scarcely any to be 
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Combes' book : I wonder whether he is turning phrenolo- 
gist at all ? those physiological principles were the bosom 
friends of the Combes' phrenological ones. Stowed away 
my things, made a delicious huge wood fire, dressed my- 
self, and went down to dinner. Our kinsman dined with 
us, Mr. ■ came in while we were at dinner. After 

dinner came up to my room, continued unpacking and 
putting away my things till near nine o'clock. When we 
went down to tea, my father was lying on the sofa asleep, 
and a man was sitting with his back to the door, reading 
the newspaper. He looked up as we came in : it was 

, whom I greatly rejoiced to see again. During tea, 

he told us all the Philadelphia gossip. So the ladies are 
all getting up upon horses, and wearing the ^^ Kevnble 

cap," as they call Lady 's device. How she would 

laugh if she could hear it ; how I did laugh when I did 
hear it. The Kemble cap, forsooth ! thus it is that great 
originators too often lose the fame of their inventions, and 
that the glory of a new idea passes by the head that con- 
ceived it, to encircle, as with a halo, that of some mere 
imitator ; thus it is that this very big world comes to be 
called America, and not Columbia, as it ought to; thus 
it is— «tc. etc. etc. He sat for some time. Saw poor 

Mrs. . » * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

« « * ^ * # 

She is better, poor thing ; I like her amazingly. 

found— *the very name seems repugnant to an American; and 
however high their wages, and easy their ''situatidn, they seem 
hardly to be able to endure the bitterness of subserviency and 
subordination. 
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Tuesday^ 4:tlu 

After breakfast practised for two hours. called 

and stayed some time. Came up to my own room ; wrote 
journal: while doing so a note containing two cards, and 

an invitation to " tea," from the Miss 's was brought 

to me. Presently I was called down to receive our kins- 
man, who sat some time with me, whom I like most es- 
pecially, who is a gentleman, and a very nice person. 
Came up and resumed my journal : was again summoned 
down to see young Mr. — -. * * * 



When he was gone, finished journal, wrote to Mrs. 
to my mother, read a^oanto in Dante, and began to write 
a novel. Dined at five. After dinner, put out things for 
this evening, played on the piano, mended habit shirt, 
dressed myself, and at a quarter to ten went to the theatre 
for my father. I had on the same dress I wore at Dbtod- 
shire House, the night of the last ball I was at in England, 
and looked at myself in amazement, to think- of all the 
strangenesses that have befallen since then. We pro- 
ceeded to Miss — 's, and this tea party turned out to 
be a very crowded dance, in small rooms, upon carpets, 
and with a roasting fire. Was introduced to all the world 

and his wife. Dr. claimed acquaintance with us, 

and danced with me : I like his manners very much. I 

have beheld Miss , and should doubtless now depart 

in peace. » * * * « 



Lord ! Lord ! what fools men and women do make them- 
selves. Was introduced to one Mr. , Mr. *8 
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partner, whom I received graciously for the sake of the 
good days on board the Pacific. Came away at a litde 
afler twelve. I never felt anything like the heat of the 
rooms, or heard anything so strange as the questions the 
people ask one, or saw anything more lovely than the full 
moonlight on the marble buildings of Philadelphia. 

IrVednesdayt 5tli« 

After breakfast, practised : Mr. and Mrs. — called, also 

Dr. . Went and saw poor Mrs. — - for a little 

time ; she interests me most extremely — I like her very, 
very much. Came up to my own room ; read a canto of 
Dante. Was called down to see folk, and found the draw- 
ing-room literally thronged. The first face I made out 

was Mr. 's, for whom I have taken an especial love : 

two ladies, a whole load of men, and Mr. — — , who had 
brought me a curious piece of machinery, in the shape of 
a musical box, to look at. It contained a little bird, no 
larger than a large fly, with golden and purple wings, and 
a tiny white beak. On the box being wound up, this 
little creature fl^ew out, and perching itself on the brink of 
a gold basin, began fluttering its wings, opening its beak, 
and uttering sundry very melodious warblings, in the 
midst of which — it sank suddenly down, and disappeared, 
the lid closed, and there was an end. What a pity 'tis 
that we can only realize fairy-land through the means of 
machinery. One reason why there is no such thing left 
18 the believing faculty among men, is because they have 
themselves learnt to make magic, and perform mira- 
cles. When the coast was once more clear, I returned to 
my room, got out things for the theatre, dined tete-^-tete 
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with D ; my father dined at the public table. After 

dinner, came up stairs, read Grahame, wrote joamaly be- 
gan my novel under another shape. I can't write prose, 
(query: can I anything else ?) I don't know how, bat 
my sentences are the comicallest things in the world ; the 
end forgets the beginning, and the whole is a perfect laby« 
rinth of parenthesis within parenthesis. Perhaps, by the 
bye, without other view, it would be just as well if I exer- 
cised myself a little in writing my own language, as the 
grammar hath it, ** with elegance and propriety." At half 
past five went to the theatre. The play was Romqo and 

Juliet ; the house not good. Mr. r— — played Romeo. * 

****** 

» « « JK « « 

I acted like a wretch, of course ; how could I do othe^ 
wise ? Oh, Juliet ! vision of the south ! rose of the ga^ 
den of the earth ! was this the glorious hymn that Shak- 
speare hallowed to your praise? was this the mingled 
strain of Love's sweet going forth, and Death's dark vic- 
tory, over which my heart and soul have been poured out 
in wonder and ecstasy ? — How I do loathe the stage ! 
these wretched, tawdry, glittering rags, flung over the 
breathing forms of ideal loveliness ; these miserable, poor, 
and pitiful substitutes for the glories with which poetry 
has invested her magnificent and fair creations — the glories 
with which our imagination reflects them back again. 
What a mass of wretched mumming mimicry acting is. 
Pasteboard and paint, for the thick breathing orange groves 
of the south ; green silk and oiled parchment, for the so- 
lemn splendour of her noon of night ; wooden platforms 
and canvass curtains, for the solid marble balconies, and 
rich dark draperies of Juliet's sleeping chamber, that 



JOURNAL. 17 

shrine of love and beauty ; rouge, for the startled life-blood 
in the cheek of that young passionate woman ; an actress, 
a mimicker, a sham creature, me, in fact, or any other 
one, for that loveliest and most wonderful conception, in 
which all that is true in nature, and all that is exquisite 
in fancy, are moulded into a living form. To act this ! 
to (ict Romeo and Juliet ! — ^horror ! horror ! how I do 
loathe my most impotent and unpoetical craft ! * 



In the last scene of the play, I was so mad with the mode 
in which all the preceding ones had been perpetrated, that, 

lying over Mr. 's corpse, and fumbling for his dagger^ 

which I could not find, I, Juliet, thus apostrophized him, 
— Romeo being dead — " Why, where the devil is your 

dagger, Mr. ?" What a disgusting travesty. On 

my return home I expressed my entire determination to 
my father to perform the farce of Romeo and Juliet no 
more. Why, it's an absolute shame that one of Shak- 
speare's plays should be thus turned into a mockery. I 

received a note from young Mr. , accompanied by 

a very curious nosegay in shells ; a poor substitute for 
the breathing, fresh, rosy flowers he used to. 4irnish me 
with, when I was last here. 

Tlmrsday) 6tli« 

The morning was beautifully bright and warm, like a 
May morning in England. After breakfast practised for 

two hours : while doing so, was interrupted by Mr. , 

who came to bid us good-by. He was going on to New 

VOL. II. 2 
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York, and thence to England. 



He sat some time. When he was gone, and I had finii 
my practising, came up to my own room. Was i 
moned thence to see my kinsman, who sat some 
with me, and whom I like of all things. He maki 
out (for he seems a great meddler in these matters) 
we are originally Italian people, pirates, by name, Ga 
Bello ; the same family as the Scottish Campbells ; 
same family as the Norman Beauchamps : how I 
wish it were true ! I have, and always have had 
greatest love and veneration for old blood ; I would n 
by far have some barbarous Saxon giant to my ance 
than all the wealth of the earth to my dower. I p^ 
from my friend with much regret ; he has won my 1 
fairly. When he was gone, came up to my own n 
The day was brilliant and unclouded, and as I looked 
the serene blue sky, my spirit longed for wings. 



Dr. — — called this morning, and interested me by a 
account of Webster, in the course of which, howevei 
gave me, if possible a stronger distaste than I had be 
to the form of government in this country, from vai 
results which he enumerated as inevitably belonging i 
Read a canto in Dante : it consoles me to read my Ita 
and forget for a time all that is. * * 

« « . « « « m 

4t mt * * * * 

I sat watching the glorious sunset as it came redly stn 
ing into my room, touching everything with glory. 
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shining through my hair upon my book. It suggested to 
me a picture ; and I wrote one for Mrs. — , who had 
been consahing me about a costume in which to sit for 
her portrait. Dined at five : my father dined out. After 
dinner, sat writing journal till ten, when he returned. 
The moon was shining soft and full, and he asked me if I 
would take a walk. I bonneted and booted, and we sal- 
lied forth to the Schuylkill. The moon withdrew herself 
l)ehind a veil of thin white clouds, but left a grey clear 
light over the earth, and through the sky. We reached 
the Fair Mount bridge at about eleven. The turnpike 
was fast, and every body asleep, so we climbed over the 
gate, and very deliberately pursued our way through the 
strange dark-looking covered bridge, where the glimmering 
lamps, at distant intervals, threw the crossing beams and 
rafters into momentary brightness, that had a strange 
effect contrasted with the surrounding gloom.* We 
reached the other side, and turning off from the road, be- 
gan climbing the hill opposite the breakwater. The road 
was muddy in the valley with the heavy rains, and un- 
willing to wade through the dirt, we clambered along a 
paling for several yards, and so escaped the mire. My 
father steered for the grassy knoll just opposite Fair 
Mount, and there, screened by a thicket of young cedar 
hushes, with the river breaking over the broad dam far 
below us, and the shadowy banks on the other side melt'^ 

* The bridges here are all made of wood, and f6r the most 
part covered. Those which are so, are by no means unpictur- 
esque objects. The one-arched bridge at Fair Mount is particu- 
larly light and graceful in its appearance r at a littlie distance, it 
looks like a scarf, rounded by the wind^ flung over the river. 
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ing awaj in the 490ft grey light, we sat down on a tree 
trunk. Here we remained for upwards of a quarter of an 
hour without uttering a syllable ; indeed, we had not 
spoken three words since we set out. My father wa^ 

thinking, I presume, of ^something ; I, of the day of 

judgment — when these thick forests, and wide strong wa-' 
ters, like a shrivelled scroll, are to burn to ashes before 
the coming of God's justice. We were disturbed by a- 
large white spaniel dog, who, coming down from amon^ 
the cedar bushes, reminded me of the old witch stories^ 
and Faust. We arose to depart, and took our way towardi^ 
the Market street bridge, along the banks of the river. 
The broken notes of a buglehorn came at intervals across 
the sleeping waters from the opposite shore, where shone 
reflected the few lingering lights from the houses that had 
not yet shut up for the night. The moon, faintly strug-^ 
gling through the clouds, now touched the dark pyramids 
of the cedar trees that rose up into the grey sky, and 
threw our shadows on the lonely path we were pursuing, 
now cast a pale gleam through the rapid clouds that chased 
one another like dreams across the sky. The air was 
soft and balmy as the night air of mid August. The 
world was still ; and except our footfalls, as we trudged 
along, no sound disturbed the universal repose. We did 
not reach home till half past twelve. As we walked down 
Market street, through the long ranges of casks, the only 
creatures stirring, except some melancholy night-loving 
cat, my father said very calmly, *' How I do wish I had 
a gimlet."—" What for ?"— *' What fun it would be to 
pierce every one of these barrels," For a gentleman of 
his years, this appeared to me rather a juvenile prompting 
of Satan ; and as I laughingly expostulated on the wicked- 
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Bess of such a proceeding, he replied with much inno- 
cence, •* I don't think they*^d ever suspect me of having 
done it:" and truly, I don't think they would. Came 
home, and to bed. That was a curious fancy of my fa- 
ther's. 

A PICTURE. 

Through the half openM casement stream'd the light 
Of the departing sun. The golden haze 
Of the red western sky fell warm and bright 
Into that chamber large and lone : the blaze 
Touch'd slantingly curtain and couch, and threw 
A glory over many an antique gem. 
Won from th' entombed cities that once grew 
At the volcano's foot. Mingled with them 
Stood crystal bowls, through 'which the broken ray 
Fell like a shower of precious stones, and lay 
Reflected upon marble ; these were crown'd 
With blushing flowers, fresh, and glittering yet 
With diamond rain drops. On the crimson ground 
A shining volume, clasp'd with gold and jet. 
And broken petals of a passion flow'r. 
Lay by the lady of this silent bow'r. 
Her rippling hair fell from a pearly round 
That strove to clasp its billowy curls : the light 
Hung like a glory on their waves of gold. 
Her velvet robe, in many a violet fold. 
Like the dark pansy's downy leaf, was bound 
With a g^ld zone, and dasp'd with jewels bright, 
That glow'd and glanc'd as with a magic flame 
Whene'er her measur'd breathing stirPd her frame. 
Upon her breast and shoulders lay a veil 
Of curious needle-work, as pure and pale 
As a fine web of ivory, wrought with care. 
Through which her snowy skin show'd smooth and fiur. 

2* 
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Upon the hand that propp'd her drooping head, 
A precious emerald, like a fairy well, 
Gleam'd with dark solemn lustre ; a rich thread 
Of rare round pearls — such as old legend? tell 
Th' Egyptian queen pledg'd to her Roman lord, 
When in her cup a kingdom's price she pour'd, — 
Circled each soft white arm. A painter well 
Might have been glad to look upon her face, 
For it was full of beauty, truth, and grace ; 
And from her lustrous eyes her spirit shone 
Serene, and strong, and still, as from a throne. 



Friday, ' 

A break. Found -■ in the breakfast room. 

morning was very unpropitious, but I settled to ri 
one, if it was tolerably fine then. He remained pott 
a long time : when he was gone, practised, habited, 
in for a few minutes to Mrs. — . At one the h 
came, but mine was brought without a stirrup, so w 
to wait. Lord knows how long, till the blundering g 
had ridden back for it. At length we mounted. ** I 
some is that handsome does," is verity; and ther 
pretty as was my steed, I wished its good looks and 
at the devil, before I was half way down Chestnut s 
It pranced, and danced, and backed me once right upo 
pavement. We took the Laurel Hill road. The 
was the perfection of gloom — the road six inches de 
heavy mud. We walked the whole way out : my i 
got the cramp, and lost his temper. At Laurel Hi 
dismounted, and walked down to the river side, 
melancholy it all looked : the turbid rhubarby wate 
skeleton woods,, the grey sky, and far winding aw 
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the dark rocky shores ; yet it was fine even in this gloom, 
and wonderfully still. The clouds did not move, — the 
water had not the faintest ripple, — the trees did not stir a 
branch ; the most perfect and profound trance scenrjed to 

have fallen upon everything. and I scrambled down 

the rocks towards the water, expatiating on the capabili- 
ties of this place, which was once a country-seat, and 
with very little expense might be made a very enchanting 
as well as a very comfortable residence ; always except- 
ing, of course, the chance of fever and ague during the 
summer months, when the whole of the banks of the 
Scbaylkill, high and rocky as they are, are considered so 
unhealthy that the inhabitants are obliged to leave their 
houses until the winter season, when the country naturally 
loses half its attractions. At half past three we mounted, 
and, crossing the river, returned home by a much better 
road. My horse, however, was decidedly a brute,-— pulled 
my arms to pieces, cantered with the wrong leg foremost, 
trotted in a sort of scuttling fashion, that rendered it utterly 
impossible to rise in the stirrups, and instead of walking, 
jogged the breath out 0/ my body. I was fairly done up 

when we reached home. Dressed, and dined ; dined 

with us. After dinner went and sat with Mrs. . So 

it seems, Carolina is in a state of convulsion. ' Reports 
have arrived that the Nullifiers and Unionists have had a 
fight in Charleston, and that lives have been lost. '* Bide 
a wee," as the Scotchman says, we talk a good deal on 
the other side the water of matters that are far enough 
off ; but as for America, the problem is not yet solved — 
and this very crisis, (a more important one than has yet 
occurred in the political existence of this country,) is 
threatening to slacken the bonds of brotherhood between 
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the states, and shake the Union to its centre. The 
terests of the northern states are totally different fi 
and in some respects opposite to those of the soutl 
ones. * * ♦ « » 

« » * « « « 

The tariff question is the point in debate ; and the C% 
nians have, it seems, threatened to secede from the U 
in consequence of the poHcy pursued with regard to 

I was horrified at Dr. 's account of the state of 

negroes in the south. To teach a slave to read or ^ 
is to incur a penalty either of fine or imprisonn 
They form the larger proportion of the population, by 
and so great is the dread of insurrection on the pa 
the white inhabitants, that they are kept in tlie most 
ish ignorance, and too often treated with the most b 
barbarity, in order to insure their subjection. Oh ! ^ 
a breaking asunder of old manacles there will be, son 
these fine days ; what a fearful rising of the black fl 
what a sweeping away, as by a torrent, of oppresf 
and tyrannies ; what a fierce and horrible retaliation 
revenge for wrong so long endured — so wickedly infli 
When I came in to tea, at half past eight, found Dr. • 
there. ♦•»**♦ 

When he was gone, sang a song or two like a cro 
the quinsy. * * « * 



'Wednesday, 12 

After breakfast went to rehearsal,— after rehearsal wei 
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^"s. It poured with rain. Game home, — ^put out 

things for the theatre, — practised for an hour, — finished 
letter to ; wrote journal 5 dined at three. After din- 
ner went and sat with Mrs. . Sang to her all my 

old Scotch ballads, — read the first act of the Hunchback 
to her. At half past five went to the theatre. Play, 
King John ; house good : I played horribly. My voice 
too was tired with my exertions, and cracked most awful- 
ly in the midst of " thunder," which was rather bad. * 

« « 4IP « 4t # 

I had finished early, and came home in my dress in order 
to show it to Mrs. — >— . She was just gone to bpd, but 
admitted me. * * * * * 



Sat talking to her till my father came home. So ** Old 
Hickory" means to lick the refractory southerns : why 
they are coming to a civil war ! However, the grumblers 
haven't the means of fighting without emancipating and 
arming their slaves. That they will not and dare not do ; 
the consequence will be, I suppose, that they will swallow 
the affront, and submit. 

f 

Tbursdajr, ISth* 

While dressing, had the pleasure of witnessing from my 
window a satisfactory sample of the innate benevolence, 
gentleness, and humanity of our nature. A child of about 
five years old, dragging a cat by a string tied to its throat 
round and round a yard, till the poor beast ceased to use 
its paws, and suffered itself to be trailed along the ground, 
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after which, the little fiend set his feet upon it, and stampei 
and kicked it most brutally. The blood capie into btj 
face ; and though almost too far for hearing, I threw ii| 
the sash, and at the top of my voice apostrophized thi 
little wretch with " Hollo there ! wicked, naughty boy !* 
He seemed much puzzled to discover whence this appeal 
proceeded, but not at all at a loss to apply it, for ^aftei 
looking about with a very conscience-stricken visage, hi 
rushed into the house, dragging his victim with him. 1 
came down fairly sick to breakfast. After despatching it 
I put on my bonnet and walked round to the house when 
this scene had tiaken place. I inquired for the child, dd 
scribing his appearance, and he was presently brought U 
me, when I, sat down at the foot of the stairs in the haO 
and spent some time in expatiating on the enormity o 
such proceedings to the little ruffian, who, it seems, hai 
frequently been corrected for similar ferocities before. ! 
fear my preachment will not avail much. Game home 
pat room to rights, practised for an hour ; got ready, an 
dawdled about most dreadfully, waiting for D , wh 
had gone out with my father. At half past twelve set o 
with her to the riding school. It was full of women i 
long calico skirts, and gay bonnets with flaunting feathes 
riding liko* wretches ; some cantering, some trotting, son 
walking— crossing one another, passing one another in 
way that would have filled the' soul of Fossard with gri 
and amazement. I put on a skirt and my riding^ap, ai 
mounted a rough, rugged, besweated white-brown beafi 
that looked like an old trunk more than anything else, i 
coat standing literally on end, like ** quills upon the frc 
ful porcupine," with heat and ill condition. 'Tis vain a 
tempting to ride like a Christian on these heathen horse 
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which are neither broken, bitted, nor bridled properly ; 
and poor dumb creturs have no more idea of what a horse 
ought to be, or how a horse ought to behave, than so 
many cows. My hair, presently, with the damp and the 
shaking, became perfectly straight. As I raised my 
head, after putting it up under my cap, I beheld ' earn- 
estly discoursing to D . I asked for Tuesday's 

charger ; and the school having by degrees got empty, I 
managed to become a little better acc^uainted with its ways 
and means. 'Tis a pretty little creature, but 'tis not half 
broken, is horribly ill ridden, and will never be good for 
anything^— -what a pity ! At two o'clock I dismounted : 

— ^ walked home with us. Went in to see Mrs. ; 

the seemed a good deal better, I thought, — sat some time 
with her. Mr. has sent me back my book of manu- 
script music : played and sang half through it. Game to 
my room ; tried on dresses for Lady Macbeth, and the 
Wonder, and dressed for dinner. My father dined out. 

After dinner went in to see Mrs. . Sat some time 

with her mother, her chicks, and her young doctor of a 
ooosin, who is quite a civilized mortal. Poor Mrs. 



too ill to see me. Came to the drawing-room, wrote 
joomal, played and sang till tea time. After tea read the 
history of Knickerbocker, whereat I was like to have 
died, through the greate merrimente its rare and excel- 
lenie pleasantries did cause in me, insomuche that I lay on 
the aofa screaming, very much like one lunaticke. 

Friday, lUiu 

After breakfauBt put out things for the theatre. Practised 
for an hour, read and marked the Comedy of Errors, 
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which is really great fun ; perhaps not funnier than Am* 
phytrion, but the subject is more agreeable a good deaL 
Read a canto in Dante ; got ready for the riding school : 

found and Mr. in the drawing-room. As wc 

were going out, the gentlemen did not remain long. When 

they were gone, D and I set off for the riding school. 

We were hardly there, before made his appearance : 

I wonder what he'll do for an interest, by the bye, when 
we are gone. ***** 

* * * * * * ~ 

I * * * * * * - * 

The school was quite empty, so we had it all to ourselves. 

D mounted up upon a detestable shambling brute, 

that wouldn't go no how. 1 had a fancy for making my 
little fiery charger leap over the bar, and made Mr. — 
put it down for me. The beast had no idea of such salta- 
tory proceedings, and jerked himself over it three times 
most abominably. The fourth time I pushed him at it, 
he jumped, and I jumped, too, out of the saddle on to my 
feet, having lighted down very comfortably at the horse's 
head with the reins in my hand, neither hurt nor fright- 
ened. This is the first time a horse ever had me off. I 
got on again, but declined leaping any more. At a quar- 
ter to three we returned home. — — walked with us. 

At the corner of Sansom street, met young . Heaven 

bless from a challenge ! Came home— dined : after 

dinner went in and sat with Mrs. (ill coffee time. 

Showed her my dresses, and read her a scene or two of 
the Hunchback. Went to the theatre at half past five. 
Play, the Hunchback — the house was literally crammed. 
I played very well, except being out in my town scene-— 
an unwonted occurrence with me. After the play, came 
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home, supped, and read the Wonder, — which I thought 
wondroiis dull. 



Saturday, 15tlu 

If I were to write a history of Philadelphia, according to 
the profound spirit of investigation for which modern 
tourists are remarkable, I should say that it was a pecu- 
liarity belonging to its' climate, that Saturday is invariably 
a wet day. At twelve went to rehearsal, after putting out 
things for the theatre. Had a long talk with Mr. -— — 
about Pasta, the divine, — the only reality that ever I be- 
held that was as fair, as grand, as glorious as an imagi- 
nary being. Shall I ever forget that woman in Medea ? 
I am thankful I have seen her. After rehearsal called at 
Mr. *s. Saw and carried off his head of me in Ju- 

liet. Certainly the resemblance between myself and Mrs. 
Slddons must be very strong ; for this painting might al- 
most have been taken for a copy of Harlowe's sketch of 
my aunt in Lady Macbeth : 'tis very strange and unac- 
countable. Came home ; wrote journal — went and sat 

with Mrs. till dinner time. After dinner went and 

sat with her again till coffee time. Was introduced to 
Dr. — -, whom I liked very much. * * 



Showed her nay dress and my bracelets. Had a long dis- 
cussion about the precedence of one lady before another 
among the nobility of European courts, whereat her re- 
publican pride seemed highly offended. If Clay did, as 
Dr. — describes, pass before titled men, at a dinner in 
England, with his hands in his breeches' pockets, it only 

VOL. II. 3 
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follows thence, that he was really ill-bred, and would 
thought vulgar if he did it unwittingly, and absurd if 
did it intentionally. Went to the theatre at half past fi 
The house'was wonderful considering the weather: 
play was Fazio. I played pretty well — my dress y 
splendid. 



* SuncUy, 104 

Had only time to swallow a mouthful of breakfast, 
off to church ; where I heard about as thorough a c 
and bull sermon as ever I hope to be edified wit 
What shameful nonsense the man talked ! and all the 1 
pretending to tell us what God had done, what he 
doing, and what he intended to do next, as if he wen 
into heaven and saw what was going on there, every 

minutes. Came home ; sat with Mrs. for a '. 

time : I am very fond of her. * * 

* * * 4|t * * 

^T ^^ <V *^ ^P ^P 

Came to my own room, and studied Yiolante till dii 
time. How tiresome this pointless prose is to batter 
one's head. After dinner went and sat with Mrs. - 
till near tea time, when I came to the drawing-rc 

Presently Mr. and Mr. called, also Dr. - 

I went to my father's room to apprize hitn of this i 
sion of the Goths, and found him very unwell, an< 
bouring under a severe cold. He would not come do 

so D and I had to entertain these interesting yc 

what fashion we best might. She gave them tea, a 
gave them music, till half past ten, when they depart 
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Monday, 17th» 

It poured with rain like the very mischief : a sort of con- 
tinual gushing down from the clouds, combining all the 
vehemence of a thunder shower, with all the pertinacity 
of one of our own November drizzles — delightful ! Went 
to rehearse Macbeth. Had a delightful palaver with Mr. 

, who knows all the music that ever was writ, and 

all the singers that ever sang, and worships Pasta as I do. 
Came home; put out things for the theatre: dined at 
three. After dinner went and sat with Mrs. ^— — till 
eoffee time. At half past five went to the theatre. In 
spite of the rain, the house was very full ; and in all my 
life I never saw so large an assembly of people so per- 
fectly and breathlessly still as they were during several of 
our scenes. I played like a very clever girl as I am ; but 
it was about as much like Lady Macbeth, as the Great 
Mogul. My father laboured his part too much. 



Tuesday, iStlu 

Received letters ; one from dear , and one from 



They did, as letters from England always do by me, 
threw me into a perfect nervous fever. * * 

****** 

After breakfast went to rehearse the Wonder. Called in 
on my way on Mr. «— , who is painting a portrait of my 
father. Saw one or two lovely women's pictures. I 
wish he would go to England ; I think it would answer 
his purpose very well. At two went to the riding-school : 
rode till half past three. The day was bitter cold, with a 



32 JOURNAL. 

piercing wicked wind riding through the grey { 

D — <- and I walked to pay sundry calls. Met — 

whom we had not seen for two or three days — a most 

usual circumstance. He walked home with us. D- 

and I dined tete-a-tete. On returning home I foun 

most lovely nosegay of real, delicious, fragrant flow 

Sweet crimson huds of the faint breathing monthly n 

bright, vivid, dark green myrtle ; the honey Daj 

Odora, with its clusters of pinkey-white blossoms ; 

the delicate bells of the tall white jasmine, — all sy^ 

and living, and fresh, as at midsummer : I was bliss 

After dinner I went in to Mrs. . Came back to 

drawing-room. , who had taken the hint about 

being alone in the evening, came in. I began mal 

him sing, and taught him the Leaf and the Fountain : 

voice sounded like when we were nearer home. 
« « « « ^ « 

^^K ^^P ^r ^^ ^^* 

Presently Mr. «— was announced. He was the au 
of the flowers. * * * * * 



After breakfast — called. * * 

***** 

Went to rehearsal,-~afterwards to the riding-school. ' 
school W2^ quite empty, and I alone. The boy broi 
me my horse and I mounted by means of a chair, i 
was cantering along, amusing myself with cogitations 
rious, --'-^— came in. He stayed the whole time I r 
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I settled with him about riding to-morrow, and came home 

to dinner. After dinner went in to see Mrs. . Dr. 

was there, who is a remarkably nice man. She is 

a very delightful person, with a great deal of intellect and 
a wonderful quantity of fortitude and piety, and a total ab- 
sence of knowledge of the world, except through books. 
* * * # # * 

****** 

Her children enchant me, and her care of them enchants 
me, too. She is an excellent person, with a heart over- 
flowing with the very best affections our nature is capable 
of, fulfilled, I think, to the uttermost. * * 

****** 
*****# 

Stayed with her till time to go to the theatre. The house 
wa« very full : the play was the Wonder — my first time 
of acting Yiolante. My dress was not finished till the 
very last moment, — and then, oh, horror 1 was so small 
that I could tioi get into it. It had to be pinned upon me ; 
and thus l)ebundled, with the dread of cracking my bod- 
dice from top to bottom every time I moved, and the utter 
impossibility of drawing my breath, from the narrow di- 
mensions into which it squeezed me, I went on to play a 
new part. The consequence was that I acted infamously,. 
and for the first time in my life was horribly imperfect- 
out myself, and putting every body else out. Between 
every scene my unlucky gown had to be pinned together ; 
and in the laughing scene, it took the hint from my ad- 
mirable performance, and facetiously grinned in ^§ ecstacy 
of amusement till it was fairly open behind, displaying, I 
aoppose, the lacing of my stays, like so many teeth, to 
the admiring g&ze of the audience ; for, as I was perfectly 

3* 
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ignorant of the cireumstance, with my usual easy nonduh 
Icmcey I persisted in turning my back to the folk, in spite 
of all my father's pulls and pushes, which, as I did not 
comprehend, I did not by any means second either. . — 

was at the play, also Dr. , also Henry Clay, who 

was received with cheers and plaudits manifold. Came 
home in my dress, and went in to show it to Mrs. ^— 
and her mother, who were both in bed, hut marvellously 
edified by my appearance..' 

The day was beautifully brilliant, clear, and cold — winter, 
but winter in dazzling array of sunshine and crystal ; blue 
skies, with light feathery streaks of white clouds running 
through them ; dry', crisp, hard roads, with the delicate 
rime tipping all the ruts with sparkling jewellery ; and the 
waters fresh, and bright, and curling under the keen 
breath of the arrow-like wind. After breakfast ^— - called. 

Walked out with him to get a cap and whip for D . 

The latter he insisted on making her a present of, and a 
very pretty one indeed it was, with a delicate ivory handle, 
and a charming persuading lash. Went in for a short 
time to Mrs. ' , who entertained herself with letting all 
my hair down about my ears, and pulling it all manner of 
ways. At twelve habited, and helped to equip dear 

D , who really looked exceedingly nice in her jockey' 

habiliments. Went to the school, where we found 

waiting ^r us. Mounted, and set forth. We rode out 
to Laurel Hill. The road was not very good, but no mud ; 
and the warm, glees'ome sunlight fell mellowly over the 
lovely undulations af the la<)d. with their natches of green 
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cedar trees, and threadbare cloak of leafless woods, through 
which the little birds were careering merrily, as the re- 
viying sunshine came glowingly down upon the world, 
like a warm blessing. Passed that bright youth, Mr. 
i . on the road, riding very like an ass on horseback. 
When we reached Laurel Hill, we disinounted, tied up 
the horses, slacked their girths, and walked first up to that 
interesting wooden monument, where I inscribed my ini- 
tials on our first ride thither. Afterwards, and I 

scrambled down the rocks to the river side, which D ■ 
declined doing, *cause vy .^— ^she'd have had to climb up 
again. The water was like a broad dazzling river of 
light, and had a beautiful efiect, winding away in bright- 
ness that the eye could scarce endure, between its banks, 
which, contrasted by the sunny stream, and blue transpa^ 
rent sky, appeared perfectly black.. As I bent over a fine 
bhijff\ (as they here call any mass of rock standing iso- 
lated,) I espied below me a natural rocky arch, overhang- 
ing the river, all glittering with pure long diamond icicles. 
Thither ^— - convoyed me, and broke off one of these 
wintry gems for me. It measured about two feet long, 
and was as thick at the root as my wrist. I never saw 
anything so beautiful as these pendant adornments of the 
silver-fingered ice god. Toiled up to the house again, 
where, aAer brushing our habits, we remounted our 
chargers, and came home. The river was most beautiful 
towards the bridge that they are building ; the unfinished 
piers of which have a very pretty efiect, almost resem- 
bling their very opposite, a ruin. The thin, pale vapour 
of the steam engine, employed in some of the works, rising 
fironi the blue water, and rolling its gracefiil waves far 
along the dark vockjt shore, had a k)vely fairy-like look^ 



36 JOURNAL. 

which even drew forth the admiration of , who, froni 

sundry expressions which have occasionally fallen from 
him, I suspect to be rather well endowed with ideality. 
Reached home at half past four. My father dined out 

It was past 's dinner time ; so we invited him to 

stay and dine with us. After dinner we fell somehow or 
another into a profound theological discussion ; sud- 
denly proposing for my solution the mysterious doctrine 
of the inherent sin of our nature, and its accompanying 
doom, death, — inherited from one man's sin, and one 
man's punishment. I am not fond of discoursing upon 
these subjects. 'Tis long since I have arrived at the con- 
viction that the less we suffer our thoughts to dwell upon 
what is vague and mysterious in our most mysterious faith, 
and the more we confine our attention and our efforts to 
that part of it which is practical and clear as the noon day, 
the better it will be for our minds here, and our sonls 
hereafter. Surely (hey are not wise who seek to pene- 
trate the unfathomed counsels of God, whilst their own 
natures, moral, mental, nay, even physical, have depths 
beyond the sounding of their plummet line. ^— spoke 
in perfect sincerity and simplicity of the difficulty h^ 
found in believing that which was so *' hard a saying ;" 
and as there was not the slighteist particle of levity or ri* 
dicule in his manner, 1 spoke as earnestly as I felt and 
always feel upon this subject, — very strenuously advising 
him not to strain his comprehension upon matters which 
baffle human endeavour, which, after all our wanderings 
and weary explorings, still lead us back to the wide 
boundless waste of uncertainty ; concluding by exhorting 
him to read his Bible, say his prayers, and go to church 
if he could» — or, if he could sot, at all events to be at 
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>ad as he could. While we were at tea, young — 
dd Dr. ^— - came in. They put me down to the piano, 
ad I continued to sing until past eleven o'clock, when, 
omehody looking at a watch, there was a ilniversal ex- 
clamation of surprise, the piano was shut down, the can-» 
lies put out, the gentlemen vanished, and I came to bed. 

WINTER. 

I saw him on his throne, far in the norths 

Him ye call Winter, picturing him ever 

An aged man, whose frame, with palsied shiver. 

Bends o'er the fiery element, his foe. 

Bat him I saw was a young god^ i^ose brow 

Was crown'd nidth jagged icicles, and forth 

From his keen spirit-like eyes there shone a lijght^ 

Broad, glaring, and intensely eold and bright. 

His breath, like sharp-edged arrows, pierc'd the airr 

The naked earth crouch'd shuddering at his feet; 

His finger on all murmuring waters sweet 

Lay icily, — ^motion nor sound was. there; 

Nature seemed frozen— dead; and still and slow 

A winding-sheet fell o'er her features fur. 

Flaky and wlute, from his wide wings of snow. 

I am sorry to find that I nmst skip Friday and Saturday, 
thereby omitting an account of an interesting ball at Mrs. 
'—— 's, where the floors were duly chalked, the music 
▼ery good, the women very lovely, and where I fell in 
again with ray dear kinsman, whom I love devotedly, and 
whom I jumped half across a quadrille to greet with ex* 
tended hands, which must greatly have edified the whole 
aaiembly. Likewise I must skip a roost interesting ac* 
^nt of a second polemical conversation with — — ; in 



the oomse of which, to my ^reat umzement, he managed 
to intiodiioe a most Tdiement abase of Dr. ■ » whote 
admiratioD of mv singin; appears to have troubled him 
fbllT as much as the doctrine of original sin, — together 
with maDT other things worthy of note, which shall now 
die in obliTion, and the times letora unenlightened to 
their grares. 

Was only dressed in time to swallow two monthfuls of 
breakfast, and get ready for church. ^— — came to know 
at what time we would rioe, and walked with us to the 
church door. ♦ » ♦ « « 

After church, came home, — ^habited ; went and sat with 
Mrs. ^— - till half past one. The vUlanous servants did 
not think fit to announce the horses till they had been at 
the door full half an hour, so that when we started it was 
near two o'clock. D seemed quite at her ease upon 

her gangling charger, and I had gotten up upon Mr. ^s 

big horse to see what I could make of him. The day 
was beautifully bright and clear, with a warm blessed snn^ 
shine causing the wintry world to smile. We had pro* 
ceeded more than half way to Laurel HiU without event, 
when, driving my heavy-shouldered brute at a bank, in- 
stead of lifting up his feet, he thought fit to stumble, fall, 
and fling me very comfortably off upon the mound. I 
sprang up neither hurt nor frightened, shook my habit, 
tightened my girths, and mounted again ; when we set off, 
much refreshed by thi*' li**'*" in-»%/i^nt. ••bin>» «^'*c9^*oned a 
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worid of mirth ^nd many saucy speeches from my com- 
panions to me. At Laurel Hill the master of the house 
came howing forth with the utmost courteousness to meet 
me, expressing his profound sense of the honour I did 
him in deigning to inhale the air around his abode, and 
his unspeakable anguish at having been absent, when I 
had so far condescended before. He was a foreigner — 
French or Italian, or such like, — which accounts for his 
civility. Had the horses taken to the stable, and their 

girths slackened. D kept the heights, and 

and I ran, slipped, slid, and scrambled down to the water's 
edge. The river was frozen over, not, however, strongly 
enough to bear much, and every jutting rock was hung 
with pure glittering icicles that shone like jewels in the 
bright sunshine. Far down the river all was still and 
lonely, and bright, yet wintry-looking. The flow of the 
water, and its plashing music ^ere still ; there was no 
breath of wind stirring the leafless boughs ; the sunlight 
came down, warm and dazzling upon the silent sparkling 
world, all clad in its shimmering ice robe ; the air was 
transparent and clear, and the whole scene was perfectly 
lorely. Turning to reascend the rocks, I called aloud to 
D , and the distinctest, loudest echo answered me. 
So perfect was the reflection of the sound, that at first I 
thought some one was mocking me. I ran up a scale as 
load, and high, and rapid as I could, and from among the 
sonny fields, a voice repeated the threaded notes as clearly, 
as rapidly, only more softly, with a distinctness that was 
startling. I never heard an echo thstt repeated so much 
of what was sung or said. I stood in perfect enchantment 
exercising my voice, and provoking the hidden voice of 
the air, who answered me with a far ofi" tone, that seemed 
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as though the mocking spirit fled along the hill tops, re 
pealing my notes with a sweet gleeful tone, that filled m< 
with delight. Oh, what must savages think an echo is I 
How many, many lovely and wild imaginations are sug- 
gested by that which natural philosophers analyze into 
mere conformations of earth, and undulations of air. At 

length we joined D , and walked to the house, where 

presently appeared the master of the mansion, with cakes, 
wine, cordial, preserves, or, as Comus hath it, " a taUe 
covered with all manner of deliciousness." I was at first 
a little puzzled by the epithet cordial applied to three 
goodly-looking decanters, full of rosy and golden liquor, 
and which informed me is the invariable refresh- 
ment presented to visitors of both sexes who ride or drive 
up to Laurel Hill. To satisfy my curiosity, I put my lips 
to some of it, which proved to be no other than liqueur, 
an indifferent sort of noy^u — that which soberest folks in 
England take but a thimble full of after dinner, by way of 
chasse cafe^ and drunkenest folk would be ashamed to 
touch in the morning. It seems that it is otherwise here ; 
and indeed, generally speaking, Americans swallow much 
more of all sorts of spirituous nauseousness, than we do 
in our country. The men take brandy, in a way that 
would astound people of any respectability in England, and 
in this, as well as many other ways, contribute to assist th< 
enervating effects of their climate.* Our host waited him- 
self most attentively upon us, and refused all species ol 
remuneration save thanks, which, indeed he said he owed 



• The time of locking of doors at gentlemen's dinner parties^ 
and drinking till the company dropped one by one under the ta- 
ble, has, with the equally disgusting habit of spitting about the 
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me for so far honouring him as to stuff his cakes, and 
drink his wine. We mounted again, being refreshed, and 

floors, -long yuiished in England before a more rational hospi- 
tality, and a better understanding of the very first rule of good 
breeding, not to do that which is to offend others. Spirituous 
liquors are the fashion alone among the numerous frequenters of 
the gin palaces of Holborn, and St. Giles' ; even the old fashioned 
fiiYOurites of our country gentlemen, port, madeira, and sherry, 
are found too heavy and strongly flavoured for the palate of our 
modem exquisites, — and the fragrant and delicate wines of Bur- 
gundy, Bordeaux, the Rhine, and its tributary streams, are the 
wines now preferred before all others, by persons of refined taste 
and moderate indulgence. This in itself is a great improvement; 
the gross desire of excitement by a quantity of powerful stimu- 
lants, has given place to a temperate enjoyment of things, in them- 
selves certainly the most excellent in the world. Wine drinking 
in England is become altogether a species of dilkitante taste, in- 
stead of the disgusting excess it lisc^ to be; it is indulged in with 
extreme moderation, — and so much have all coarse and thick- 
blooded drinks g^ne out of fashion, that even liqueurs are very 
seldom taken after coffee but by foreigners. Our gentlemen 
have learnt to consider hard and gross drinking ungentlemanly. 
I wish I could say the same of American gentlemen. The quan- 
ti^ and the quality of their potations are as destructive of every- 
thing like refinement of palate, as detrimental to their health. 
Americans are, generally speaking, the very worst judges of wine 
in the world, always excepting Madeira, which they have in great 
perfection, and is tlie only wine of which they are tolerable judges. 
One reason of theu* ignorance upon this subject, is the extremely 
indifferent quality of the foreign wines imported here, and still 
more powerful reason, is the total loss of all niceness of taste con- 
sequent upon their continual swallowing of mint julaps, gin slings, 
brandy cocktails, and a thousand strong messes which they take 
CBOi hefart breakfast t and indifferently at all hours of the day, — a 
pncdce as gross in taste, as injurious to health. Burgundy I have 
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taking leave of this pearl of innkeepers, continued our 
ride along the banks of the Schuylkill, until we came to 

never seen at an American table; — I believe it will not stand the 
sea-voyage. Claret they have now in very great perfection 

thanks to Mr. , who has introduced it among them, and de^ 

serves to be considered a public benefactor therefore. Hock ifl^ 
generally speaking, utterly undrinkable, and champagne (the only 
foreign wine of which they seem generally fond) though some of 
a good quality is occasionally presented to you, is for the most 
part a very nauseous compound, in which sugar is the only per- 
ceptible flavour. Although the American gentlemen do not in- 
deed lock the doors upon their guests, they have two habits 
equally fatal to their sobriety, of which I have heard several 
Englishmen complain bitterly. The one is mixing their wines in 
a most unorthodox manner, equally distressing to the palate, and 
the stomach ; i. e., giving you to drink by turns, after dinner, 
claret, madeira, sherry, hock, champagne, all and each of wluch 
you are pressed to take as specimens of excellence in their 
various ways, forming altogether a vinous hotch-potch, whicb 
confounds alike the taste and the brain. The second ordeal to 
which the sobriety of Englishmen dining out here is exposed, 
is at the close of all these various libations, — which of course 
last some time, — an instantaneous removal from the dinner to the 
supper-table, where strong whisky punch effectually finishes the 
wits of their guests, and sends them home to repent for two 
days the excess of a few hours. Perhaps, when the real meaA' 
ing of the word society becomes better understood in this bouQ' 
try, absurd display and disgusting intemperance will no more be 
resorted to as its necessary accompaniments, but of course, the 
real material of which society should be formed, must increase » 
little first. I have been told the women in this country drink. I 
never saw but one circumstance which would lead rae to believe 
the assertion. At the baths in New York one day, I saw the girl 
who was waiting upon the rooms, carry mint ^ulaps (a preparap 
tion of mint, sugar, and brandy,) into three of them. I was much 
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Manaynnk, a manufacturing place, where they create cot- 
tons, and which has the additional advantage of being 
most lovelily situated upon the banks of the river, backed 
by rocky heights, where the cedar bushes, with their rich 
dark tufts, and the fine bold masses of grey granite, toge- 
ther with a hundred little water-courses, now hanging from 
every ridge they used to flow over in brilliant ice pendants, 
had a most beautiful eflect. It was getting late, however, 
and we pushed on to the bridge ; but lo ! when we reached 
it, it was under repair and impassable. What was to be 
done ? — the sun had withdrawn his warm rays from the 
heavens, — the lower earth was shadowy and dark, — a rith 

surprised, and asked her if this was a piece of service she often 
performed for the ladies who visited the baths ? — she said ** Yes, 
pretty often." Bar-rooms are annexed to every species of public 
building, — in the theatres, in the hotels, in the bath-houses, on 
board the steam-boats, — and there are even temporary buildings 
wtuch serve this purpose, erected at certain distances along the 
rail-roads. Though the gentlemen drink more than any other 
gadkmenf the lower orders here are more temperate than with 
OS. The appearance of a drunken man in the streets is compa- 
ratively rare here ; and certainly Sunday is not, as with us, the 
appointed day for this disgusting vice among the lower classes 
here. Fortunately, most fortunately, it is not with them as with 
tts, the only day on which the poor have rest, or drunkenness the 
only substitute they can find for every other necessary or comfort 
of life. Our poor are indeed intemperate. Alas ! that vice of 
theirs will surely be visited on others ; for it is the offspring of 
their misery. The effects of habitual intemperance in this coun- 
try are lamentably visible in many young men of respectable sta- 
tions, and easy circumstances ; and it is by no means uncommon 
to hear of young gentlemen — persons who rank as such here, — 
destroying their health, their faculties, and eventually their lives, 
at a most untimely age, by this debasing habit. 
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orange light hung over the brow of the ridge of hills on 
the opposite side of the river, whose current, rapid and 
strong, flowed darkly between beautiful slabs of granite 
which lay in its path, and round which the water harried 
angrily. What was to be done ? To turn back was dis- 
heartening, — to go on for the chance of a bridge was also 
to run the chance of being utterly benighted in paths we 
knew nothing of, and on horses which were anything but 
safe. However, my evident inclination to the latter course 
prevailed with my companions. We crossed a narrow 
bridge, and pursued a sort of tow-path between the canal 
and the river. The glimmering daylight was fading fast 
from the sky, and the opposite shores of the river were 
losing their distinctness of outline, when, from between 
two beautiful bold masses of rock, which overhung its en- 
trance, the wooden bridge appeared. I should like to have 
lingered in this spot till nightfall, but this was by no means 
the bargain, either with my fellow-travellers or my horse. 
So on we went over the bridge, and, turning to the left, 
pursued the river's side, — ^now, close down to its gushing 
fretful waters, hurrying from between the rocky impedi- 
ments of their path, — now high above its course, in the 
midst of woods growing to the very edge of the precipi- 
tous bank, with rocky ridges rising again above us, crowned 
with the black-looking tufts of the cedar, jagged with ici- 
cles, and from which descended, at every ten yards, a 
trickling rill, which, smoothed over by the glassy ice, 
rendered our horses' footing, particularly in the twilight, 
very insecure. We were in for it ; and when that is the 
case, 'tis vain making lamentations,^ or piteous retrospec- 
tions : I therefore pushed on, with as much care as I could, 
of Mr. 's tumble-down charger, whose headlong mo- 
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lion kept me in agonies, leaving to take care of dear 

D , whose bones I feared would ache' for this adven- 
ture most bitterly. The road was perfecdy beautiful. 
Broad masses of shadowy clouds hung in the sky, and 
were reflected in the waters, together with the pale deli- 
cate grey of evening, and the last amber tinge of sunset. 
We did not reach Philadelphia till it was perfectly dark. 

To add to my consternation too, when we asked to 

dine with us, he; said that he had an engagement, for 
which I began to fear this ill-starred ride would have kept 
him too late. ***** 
« * « « « « 

1^ *F ^F 'ft y^ y^ 'n 

I cam&up to my own room, changed my clothes and went 
in to see Mrs. . * * * « 

^^ ^R ^ 1^ »n *^ 

She was completely overpowered with laudanum. Her 

head was declined upon a chair. * * * 

# * * * * # 

She looked very lovely, with her beautiful head bowed, 
and her dark eyelashes lying on her wan cheeks. Her 
features were contracted with suflering. I sat watching 
her with much heartfelt sadness and interest. I was sum- 
moned away, however, to see some gentlemen who were 
in the drawing-room, whither I adjourned, and where I 

found Mr. , and Dr. . I was stupid and sleepy ; 

and the gentlemen had the charity not to keep me up, or 

make me sing. 

4 « 
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Monday, J^thf 
Christiuaa Bre 



• S 



After breakfast, put out clothes for to-night. When I 

came down, found in the drawing-room with my 

father: paid him his bill, and pottered an immensity* 
Went to rehearsal, — afterwards paid all manner of cards 

with poor dear D , who pufied and panted through 

the streets in order not to freeze me, which, however, she 

did not escape. ***** 

# # # # # # 

After dinner went and sat with my poor invalid, whom, 
in spite of her republicanism, I am greatly inclined to like 
and admire* Remained with her till cofiee-time. Went 
to the theatre : the play was the Merchant of Venice, — my 
favourite part, Portia. The house was very full : I played 
so-soish. * * * * m 

TT* ^ Tn"* tR* ^ tPP 



Cliristiuas Dajrc 



.1 



I wish you a merry Christmas, poor child ! away from 
home and friends. Truly, the curse of the old Scriptures 
has come upon me ; my lovers and my acquaintance are 
hv off from me. After breakfast practised for an hour ; 

went and saw Mrs. ; drove out shopping; saw 

walking with my father. Game home, and wrote journal : 

went out with D " ; bought a rocking-horse for Mrs. 

*s chicks, whose merry voices I shall miss most hor- 
ribly by and by. Dragged it in to them in the midst of 
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1 

their dinner. Dined at three. After dinner went and sat 
with her till cofTee-time. When I came into ihe drawing- 
room, found a beautiful work-box sent me by that very 
youthful admirer of mine, Mr. . 1 was a little an- 
noyed at this, but still more so at my father's desiring me 
to return it to him, which I know will be a terrible morti- 
fication to him. Went to the theatre : the house was 
crammed with men, and very noisy, — a Christmas au- 
dience. Play, Macbeth : I only played so-so. Oh, me ! 
these marks in the stream of time, over which it breaks 
as over a dam, drawing our attention, which, without 
them would even less often note its rapid, rapid current ! 
They do but become halting posts for our souls, round 
which gather the memories of days and hours escaped and 
gone from us for ever.t ♦ * * « 



f There is a species of home reli^on, so to speak, which is 
kept alive by the gathering together of families at stated periods 
of joy and festivity, which has a far deeper moral than most peo- 
ple imagine. The merry-making at Christmas, the watching out 
the old year, and in the new, — ^the royalty of Twelfth^ght, — 
the keeping of birth-days, and anniversaries of weddings, are 
things which, to the worldly-wise in these wise times, may savour 
of childishness or superstition, but they tend to promote and keep 
•live acme of the sweetest charities, and kindliest sympathies of 
our poor nature. While we are yet children, these days are set 
in golden letters in the calendar, long looked forward to,— en- 
joyed with unmixed delight, — ^the peculiar seasons of new frocks, 
new books, new toys, drinking of healths, bestowing of blessings 
tnd wishes by kindred and parents, and being brought into the 
notice of our elders, and, as children used to think in the dark 
ages, therefore their betters. To the older portion of the com* 
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After breakfast put out things for theatre. When I cam^ 
down to the drawing-room, I found a middle-aged gentle- 

munity, such times were times of many mingled emotions, all, all 
of a softening if not of so exhilarating a nature. The cares, the 
toils of the world had become their portion, — some little of its 
coldness, its selfishness, and sad guardedness had crept upon 
them, — distance and various interests, and the weary works of 
life had engrossed their thoughts, and turned their hearts and 
their feet from the dear household paths, and the early fellowship 
of home ; but at these seasons the world was in its turn pu^ed 
aside for a moment,^the old thresholds were crossed by those 
who had ceased to dwell in the house of their birth, — ^kindred 
and friends met again, as in the early days of childhood and youth, 
under the same roof-tree, — the nursery revel, and the school-day 
jubilee, was recalled to their thoughts by the joyful voices and 
feces of a new generation, — the blessed and holy influences of 
home flowed back into their souls, at such a time, by a thousand 
channels, — the heart was warmed with the kind old love and fel- 
lowship, — face brightened to kindred face, and hand grasped the 
hand where the same blood was flowing, and all the evil deeds of 
time seemed for a while reti'ieved. These were holy and happy 
seasons. Oh, England ! dear, dear England ! this sweet, sacred 
worship, next to that of God the highest and purest, was long 
cherished in your soil, where the word home was surely more 
hallowed than any other save Heaven. Far, far off be the day 
when a cold and narrow spu'it shall quench in you these dear and 
good human yearnings, and make the consecrated earth around 
our door-stones as barren as the wide wilderness of life in strange 
lands. In this country I have been mournfully struck with the 
absence of everything like this home-clinging. Here are com- 
paratively no observances of tides and times. Christmas day is 
no religious day, and hardly a holiday with them : New-year's 
day is perhaps a little, but only a httle more so. For Twelfth- 
day, it is unknown; and the household private festivals of birth* 
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maa of very respectable appearance sitting with my father. 
He rose on my coming in, and after bowing to me, con- 
tinued his discourse to my father thus— r" Yes, sir, yes ; 
you will find as I tell you, sir, the winter is our profitable 
theatrical season, sir ; so that if anything should take you 
to England, you can return again at the beginning of next 
fall." I modestly withdrew to another end of the room, 
supposing they were engaged upon business. But my 
curiosity was presently attra'cted by the continuation of 
his discourse. " And recollect, sir, and this lady, your 
daughter, too, if you please ; that what I have said must 
not on any account be repeated out of this room. I am 
myself going immediately to England, and from thence 
direct to Jerusalem /" I stared. " There, sir, is my 

real name, ; the card I sent up to you is hot my real 

name. You see, sir, I am an Irishman, that is to say, in 
fact, I am really a Jew. / am one of those of the tribe 
cf Ephroim who refused to cross the Bed Sea: we were 
not to be humbugged by that damned fellow^ Moses — no^ 



days are almost universally passed by unsevered from the rest of 
the toilsome days devoted to the curse of labour. Indeed, the 
young American leaves so soon the shelter of his home, the world 
80 early becomes to him a home, that the happy and powerful in- 
fluences and associations of that word to him are hardly known. 
Sent forth to earn his existence at the very opening time of mind 
and heart, like a young green-house .plant just budding, that 
should be thrust out into the colder air, the blight of worldliness, 
of coldness, and of care, drive in the coming blossoms; and if the 
tre6 lives, half its loveliness and half its usefulness are shorn from 
it These are some of the consequences of the universal doom of 
Americans, to labour for their bread : there are others and better 
ones. 
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sify we were notT^ Here my heart jumped into m 
throat, and my eyes nearly out of my head with fri^l 
and amazement. ** Well," continued the poor madmai 
" I suppose I may deliver this to the young lady herself; 
giving me a small parcel which I took from him as if 
thought it would explode and blow me up. " And nov 
sir, farewell. Remember, remember my words, — ^in thr« 
years, perhaps, but certainly in ten, He that will comi 
will come, and its all up with the world, and the childrc 
of men!'' This most awful announcement was accoc 
panied with a snap of his fingers, and a demi-pirouett 
He was then rushing out of the room, leaving his cloi 
behind him. My father called him back to give it hii 
He bundled himself into it, exclaimed " God bless yi 
both ! God bless you both ! — remember what I have sa 
requires the profoundest secrecy, as you perceive," ai 
darted out of the room, leaving my father and myself wi 
eyes and mouth wide open, gaping in speechless astonis 
ment. At last I bethought me of opening the little pad 
the madman had left me. It was a small box, on the coi 
of which was written. To Miss Kemble, with the coi 
pliments of St. George. I then recollected that some tii 
past, I had received some verses, in which love and re 
gion were very crazily blended, signed St. George. B' 
as I am abundantly furnished with epistles of this sort 
had flung them aside, merely concluding the writer to 
gone a short way from his wits. The box contained 
most beautiful and curious ornament, something like a i 
vigne, highly wrought in gold and enamel, and eviden 
very costly. I was more confounded than ever, and ( 
not recover from my amazement and fright for a long tin 
I went in to Mrs. to tell her the event. Thence ' 
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in talking about young 's box ; and upon her ad- 

I again spoke to ray father, and obtained his leave 
to send it back ; so I indited him a thankful epistle, 
ctised for a short time, and then went to the riding- 
}ol. It was quite empty : I put on my cap and skirt, 
was sitting thinking of many things, in the little dress- 
room, when I heard the school door open, and Mr. 
- walked straight up to me. * * # 



called to-day. I was quite glad to see him : he 

3 me all the New York news, and brought with him, 
sntleman, a friend of his, who nearly made me sick, 
7ery deliberately spitting upon the carpet. Mercy on 
! I thought I should have jumped off my chair, I was 

lisgusted. Mr. , too, does this constantly. * 

# * # * # *• 

# * * * » « 

»r dinner went and sat with Mrs. ; was called 

ly to see Mr. , whom I thanked for his present. 



nt to the theatre at half past five. The house was 
Y fair, considering the weather, which was very foul. 
y, School for Scandal. They none of them knew 
ir parts, or remembered their business — delightful peo- 

, indeed ! I played only so-so. supped with 

He is a very gentlemanly, nice person, and I am 
I he is extremely amiable. » * * 

« « in ¥ « ;j^ 

* , ^ * * * * * 

told me sundry steam-boat stories that made my blood 
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curdle ; such as, a public brush, a public comb, and a pub- 
lie tooth brush. Also, of a gentleman who was using hii 
own tooth brush, a man who was standing near him said, 
•'Til trouble you for that article when youVe done with 
it." When he had done with it, the gentleman presented 
it to him, and on receiving it again, immediately threw it 
into the river, to the infinite amazement of the borrower, 
who only exclaimed, " Well, however, you're a queer 
fellow."* 



Tl&iirsday, 27ih» 

After breakfast went to rehearsal. Katharine and Petro- 
chio. After rehearsal went to the riding-school. It was 
quite empty, except of Mr. , and Mr. . * 



Came home : found a letter to me from that strange mad- 
man. On opening it, it proved a mere envelope, contain- 
ing a visiting card with the name St. George u\H)n it. 

After dinner, wrote journal ; went and sat with Mrs. 

till cofTee-time. I have had a most dreadful side ache all 

♦ ♦ " ♦ * * * 

4» ¥ « « 4» « « 

At half past five went to the theatre. Play, Much Ado 
about Nothing ; farce, Katharine and Petruchio. * 



* This happened on board a western steam-boat, I beg to ob- 
serve, if it happened at all. 
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At the end I was so tired, and so overcome with the side 
ache, that I lay down on the floor perfectly done up. 



Friday, S8tlu 

After breakfast called. Settled to ride, if possible, 

to-morrow. I would give the world for a good shaking. 
I'm dying of the blue devils : I have no power to rouse 
myself. * * * * * * 



When was gone, sat down to practise. Tried Mrs. 

Hemans' Messenger Bird, but the words were too solemn, 
and too sad : I sobbed instead of singing, and was a little 

relieved. Went in to see Mrs. . She seemed better ; 

she was en toilette, in a delicate white wrapper, with her 
fine hair twisted up round her classical head. She is a 
beautiful person ; she is better — an amiable, a sensible, 
and a pious one ; I am very deeply interested by her ; I 
like her extremely. At half past one went to the riding- 
school. I met there a daughter of old Lady 's, who 

introduced herself to me, and asked leave to stay and see 
me ride, wliich leave I gave her. The bay pony is, how- 
ever, fairly ruined. A little wretch not twelve years old, 
had just been riding it: it had fallen from all its paces, 
and went so lame that I gave up riding, and sat disconso^ 
lately enough in the little dressing-closet, looking through 
a window six inches square, at the blessed mild blue hea- 
vens, and longing for wings, till my soul was like to faint. 
****** 

******* 
After dinner wrote journal. Went in and sat with Mrs. 

VOL. II. 5 
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, By the by, that worthy youth, Mr. , dined 

with us. I got rid of some of my vapours by sundry 
hearty laughs at him. I am sorry to leave Philadelphia 

on Mrs. 's account. I am growing to her. Oh, 

Lord ! how soon, how soon we do this ! — how we do 
cling to everything in spite of the pitiless wrenches of 
time and chance ! Her dear babies are delightful to me ; 
their laughing voices have power to excite and make me 
happy, — and when they come dancing to meet me, my 

heart warms very fondly towards them. * * 

% * % « • « « 

9ic i^ ^k itt mt ^ 

She amuses me much by her intense anxiety that I should 

be married. First, she wishes would propose to 

me, — then she thinks Mr. 's estates in Cuba would 

be highly acceptable ; in short, my single blessedness 
seems greatly to annoy her, and I believe she attributee 
everything evil in life to that same. She seemed sur- 
prised, and a little shocked, when I said I would accept 
death most thankfully in preference to the happiest lot in 

life, — and so I would — I would. — Yet death . 'Ti« 

strange, that Messenger Bird threw more than a passinj 
gloom over me. If the dead do indeed behold those whom 
they have loved, with loving eyes and fond remembrance, 
do not the sorrows, the weariness, the toiling, the despair 
ing of those dear ones rise even into the abodes of peace, 
and wring the souls of those who thence look down upon 
the earth, and see the wo and anguish suffered here? Or, 
if they do not feel, — if, freed from this mortal coil, they 
forget all they have suffered, all that we yet endure, oh ! 
then what fourfold trash is human love ! what vain and 
miserable straws are all the deep, the dear, the grasping 
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affections twined in our hearts' fibres, — mingled with our 
blood ! — how poor are all things — how beggarly is life. 
Oh, to think that while we yet are bowed in agony and 
mourning over the dead, — while our bereaved hearts are 
aching, and our straining eyes looking to that heaven, be- 
yond which we think they yet may hear our cries, they 
yet may see our anguish, the dead, the loved, the mourned, 
nor see, nor hear ; or if they do, look down with cold and 
careless gaze upon the love that lifts our very souls in 
desperate yearning towards them. Yet one of the two 
must surely be : either the other life is like this, a life of 
pain, though not like this, perhaps, a life of selfishness ; 
or this earth, and time, and all they hold, are a more hol- 
low mockery than even I sometimes dream they are. I 
will ;iot think any more of it. We went to the theatre at 
half past five. Play, Hunchback ; after it Katharine and 
Petruchio. I thought I should have died of the side ache 
—I was in perfect agony. The people here are more 
civil and considerate than can be imagined. I sent, yes- 
terday evening, for some water-ice : the confectioner had 
QODO ; when, lo ! to-night he brings me some he has made 
OD purpose for me, which he entreats my acceptance of. 

I admired a very pretty fan, Mrs. had in her hand ; 

and at the end of the play, she had it sent to my dressing- 
nx)m ; — and these sort of things are done by me, not once, 
bat ten times every day. Nothing can exceed the kind- 
ness and attention which has encountered us every where 
since we have been in this country. I am sure I am 
bound to remember America and Americans thankfully ; 
for, whatever I may think of their ways, manners, or 
peculiarities, to me they have shown unmingled good will. 
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and cordial, real kindness. Remained up, packing 
two o'clock. 



TO 



Many a league of salt sea rolls 

Between us, yet I think our souls, 

Dear friend, are still as closely tied 

As when we wandered side by side, 

Some seven years gone, in that fsdr land 

Where I was bom. As hand in hand 

We liv'd the showery spring away. 

And when the sunny earth was gay 

With all its blossoms, still together 

We passed the pleasant summer weather, 

We little thought the time would come. 

When, fi'om a trans-atlantic home. 

My voice should greet you lovingly 

Across the deep dividing sea. 

Oh, fnend ! my heart is sad : 'tis strange. 

As I sit musing on the change 

That has come o'er my fate, and cast 

A lon^ng look upon the past. 

That pleasant time comes back agsun 

So freshly to my heart and br^n. 

That I half think the things I see 

Are but a dream, and I shall be 

Lying beside you, when I wake. 

Upon the lawn beneath the brake, 

With the hazel copse behind my head, 

And the new-mown fields before me spread. 

It is just twilight : that sweet time 
Is short-lived in this radiant clime, — 
Where the bright day, and night more bright. 
Upon th' horizon's verge unite. 
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Nor leave those hours of ray serene, 
In which we think of what has been : 
And it is well ; for here no eye 
Turns to the distant days gone by : 
They have no legendary lore 
Of deeds of glory done of yore, — 
No knightly marvel-haunted years. 
The nursery tales of adult ears: 
The busy present, bright to come. 
Of all their thoughts make up the sum: 
Little their little past they heed ; 
Therefore of twilight have no need. 

Yet wherefore write I thus. In the short span 

Of narrow life doPd out to every man, 

Though he but reach the threshold of the track. 

Where, from youth's better patli, strikes out the worse^ 

If he has breath'd so long, nor once look'd back. 

He has not borne life's load, nor known God's curse. 

And yet, but for that glance that o'er and o'er 

Goes tearfully, where we shall go no more ; 

Courting the sunny spots, where, for a day, 

Our bark has found a harbour on its way; 

! but for this, this pow'r of conjuring 

Hours, days, and years into the ma^c ring. 

Bidding them yield the show of happiness, 

To make our real misery seem less, 

Life would be dreary. But these memories start, 

Sometimes, unbidden on the mourner's heart ; 

Unwish'd, unwelcome, round his thoughts they cling,— 

In vain flung off, still dimly gathering. 

Like melancholy ghosts, upon the path 

Where he goes sadly, seeking only death. 

Then live again the forms of those who lie 
Gather'd into the give's dark mystery* 

5* • 
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Vainly at reason's voice the phantom flies, — 

It comes, it still comes back to the fond eyes, — 

Still, still the yearning arms are spread to clasp 

The blessing that escapes their baffled grasp : l^ 

Still the bewilder'd memory mutters " Gone !" 

Still, still the clinging, aching heart loves on. 

Oh, bitter ! that the lips on which we pour 

Love's fondest kisses, feel the touch no more ; 

Oh, lonely ! that the voice on which we call 

In agony, breaks not its silent thrall ; 

Oh, fearful ! that the eyes in which we gaze 

With desperate hope, through their thick filmy haze, 

Return no living look to bless our sight ! 

Oh, God ! that it were granted that one might 

But once behold the secret of the grave, — 

That but one voice from the all-shrouding cave 

Might speak, — ^that but one sleeper might emerge 

From the deep death-sea's overwhelming surge ! 

Speak, speak from the grey coffins where ye lie 

Fretting to dust your foul mortality ! 

Speak, from your homes of dai'kness and dismay, — 

To what new being do ye pass away ? — 

O do ye live indeed I- — speak, if on high 

One atoin springs whose doom is not to die ! — 

Where have I wandered * * * 



S|itiirday« SOth* 

When I came down to breakfast, found a very pretty dia- 
mond ring and some Scotch rhymes, from Mr. , what 

^we call a small return of favours. I wish my hand wasn't 
so abominably ugly, — I hate to put a ring upon it. — :— 
called to see if we would ride ; but D—^ had too much 
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to do— and after sitting pottering for some time, I sang 
him the Messenger Bird, and sent him away. Went for 

^ few moments to Mrs. , who seemed much better. 

Went out to pay sundry bills and visits. Called at Mr. 

■ 's, and spent half an hour most delightfully in his 

study. His picture of my father is very like, and very 
agreeable. 'Tis too youthful by a good deal ; but the ex- 
pression of the face is extremely good, and upon the 
vrhole, except that stern-looking thing of Kearsley's, 'tis 
the likest thing I have seen of him. We had a long dis- 
cussion about the stage,— -the dramatic art ; which, as 
Helen says, ** is none,'' for, ** no art but taketh time and 
pains to learn." Now I am a living and breathing wit- 
ness that a person may be accounted a good actor, and to 
a certain degree deserve the title, without time or pains of 
any sort being expended upon the acquisition of the repu- 
tation. But on other grounds, acting has always appeared 
to me to be the very lowest of the arts, admitting that it 
deserves to be classed among them at all, which 1 am not 
sure it does. In the first place, it originates nothing ; it 
lacks, therefore, tlje grand faculty which all other arts pos- 
sess — creation. An actor is at the best but the filler up 
of the outline designed by another, — the expounder, as it 
were, of things which another has set down ; and a fine 
piece of acting is at best, in my opinion, a fine translation. 
Moreover, it is not alone to charm the senses that the 
nobler powers of mind were given to man ; 'tis not alone 
to enchant the eye that the gorgeous pallet of the painter, 
and the fine chisel of the statuary, have become through 
heavenly inspiration, magical wands, summoning to life 
images of loveliness, of majesty, and grace ; 'tis not alone 
to soothe the ear that music has possessed, as it were, 
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certain me;i with the spirit of sweet sounds ; 'tis not alone 
to delight the fancy that the poet's great and glorions 
power was given him, by which, as by a spell, he peoples 
all space, and all time, with undying witnesses of his own 
existence ; 'tis not alone to minister to our senses that 
these most beautiful capabilities were sown in the soil of 
our souls. But 'tis that through them all that is most re- 
fined, most excellent and noble, in our mental and moral 
nature, may be led through their loveliness, as through a 
glorious archway, to the source of all beauty, and all good- 
ness. It is that by them our perceptions of truth may be 
made more vivid, our love of loveliness increased, our 
intellect refined and elevated, our nature softened, our 
memory stored with images of brightness, which, like 
glorious reflections, falHng again upon our souls, may tend 
to keep alive in them, the knowledge of, and the desire 
after what is true, and fair, and noble. But, that art may 
have this effect, it must be to a certain degree enduring. 
It must not be a transient vision, which fades and leaves 
but a recollection of what it was, which will fade too. It 
must not be for an hour, a day, or a year, but abiding, in* 
asmuch as anything earthly may abide, to charm the sense 
and cheer the soul of generation after generation. And 
here it is that the miserable deficiency of acting is most 
apparent. Whilst the poems, the sculptures of the old 
Grecian time yet . remain to witness to these latter ages 
the enduring life of truth and beauty, — whilst the poets of 
Rome, surviving the trophies of her thousand victorieSy 
are yet familiar in our mouths as household words, — whilst 
Dante, Boccaccio, that giant, Michael Angelo, yet live and 
breatlie, and have their being amongst us, through the rich 
legacy their genius has bequeathed to time, — whilst the 
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wild music of Salvator Rosa, solemn and sublime as his 
painting, yet rings in our ears, and the souls of Shak- 
speare, Milton, Raphael, aind Titian,* are yet shedding 
into our souls divinest influences from' the very fountains 
of inspiration— where are the pageants that night after 
night, during the best era of dramatic excellence, riveted 
the gaze of thousands, and drew forth their acclamations ? 
— gone, like rosy sunset clouds ; — fair painted vapours, 
lovely to the sight, but vanishing as dreams, leaving no 
trace in heaven, no token of their ever having been there. 
Where are the labours of Garrick, of Macklin, of Cooke, 
of Kemble, of Mrs. Siddons? — chronicled in the dim 
memories of some few of their surviving spectators ; who 
speak of them with an enthusiasm which we who never 
saw them, fancy the offspring of that feeling which makes 
the old look back to the time of their youth, as the only 
days when the sun knew how to shine. What have these 
great actors left either to delight the sense, or elevate the 
soul, but barren names, unwedded to a single lasting evi- 
dence of greatness. If, then, acting be alike without the 
creating power, and the enduring property, which are at 
once the highest faculty of art, and its most beneficial pur- 
pose,' what becomes of it when ranked with efforts dis- 
playing both in the highest degree. To me it seems no 
art,* but merely a highly rational, interesting, and excit- 

• The evanescent nature of his triumph, however an actor 
may deplane it, is in fact but an instance of the broad moral justice 
by which all things are so evenly balanced. If he can hope for 
no fame beyond mere mention, when once his own generation 
passes away, at least his power, and his glory, and his reig^i is in 
his own person, and during his own life. There is scarcely to be 
conceived a popularity for the moment more intoxicating than 
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ing amusement; and I think men may as well, much better, 
perhaps, spend three hours in a theatre, than in a bilUaid 
or bar-room, — and this is the extent of my. approbation 

and admiration of ray art. Called on Mrs. , whom 

I like very much. Went to the riding-school to try a 
new horse, which was ten hands high, all covered with I 
shaggy angry -looking hair, with a donkey's head, and 

cart-horse legs, with one of which he peached. 

came to see me mount. Dr. 's grey horse was stand- 
ing in the school with a man's saddle on. I persuaded 

to put me on it, and I then sent him away. * 

###### 

When he was gone, rode for about an hour without any 
pommel, and found I managed it famously. I slipped my 
foot out of the stirrup in order to see if I could sit without 

that of a g^eat actor in his day, so much of it becomes mixed up 
with the individual himself. The poet, the painter, and the 
sculptor, enchant us through their works ; and, with very, very 
few exceptions, their works, and not their very persons, are the 
objects of admiration and applause; it is to their minds we are 
beholden; and though a certain degree of curiosity and popularity 
necessarily wait even upon their bodily presence, it is faint com- 
pared with that which is bestowed upon the actor ; and for good 
reasons — he is himself his work. His voice, his eyes, his gesture^ 
are his art, and admiration of it cannot be separated from adnur«p 
tion for him. This renders the ephemeral glory which he earns 
so vivid, and in some measure may be supposed to compensate 
for its short duration. The great of the earth, whose iame has 
arisen like the shining of the sun, have often toiled through thdr 
whole lives in comparative obscurity, through the narrow and 
dark paths of existence. Their reward was never given to their 
hands here, — ^it is but just their glory should be lasting. 
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both ; but this proved rather too much, for I presently slid 
very comfortably off. On my way home, met young —— , 
with his head so completely in the clouds, that I had 
bowed to him, and was driving on, when he just perceived 
me, and fell into a confusion of bows, which he continued 
long after the coach had passed him. Found the usual 
token of his having been at our house — a most beautiful 
nosegay ; roses, hyacinths, and myrtle. While I was 
arranging them, I heard ^ tremendous shriek of laughter in 
the hall, which was followed by the appearance of Mr. 

. After sitting with him some time, I went and sat 

with Mrs. — -. The amiable Charge d' Affaires dined 

with us. After dinner went to see Mrs. ; but she 

was too unwell to receive me. * * * 

* * If. H. an ^ 

9^ 4^ ^V ^P ^F ^F 

Saw Dr. — , who expressed manifold deplorings at my 
departure, gave him the words of the Sisters. At half past 
five went to the theatre : play, the Wonder. I acted only 
80 so ; my father was a leetle dans les vignes du seigneur. 
When the play was over, the folk called for us, and we went 
on; he made them a neat speech, and I nothing but a 
cross face and three curtseys. How I do hate this ! 'Tis 
quite enough to exhibit myself to a gaping crowd, when 
my profession requires that I should do so in a feigned 
semblance ; but to come bobbing and genuflexioning on, 
as me myself, to be clapped and shouted at, and say, 
" thank ye kindly," is odious. After the play, dressed, 

' and off to Mrs. , with my father and Mr. . On 

our way thither the spring of our coach broke, and we 
bad to go halting along for half an hour, with a graceful 
inclination towards the pavement on one side, which was 
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very pleasant. There was quite a brilliant party at Mrs. 

's. Told Mr. that I had thrown his horse down. 

Saw and spoke to all Philadelphia. was there, 

and actually sitting still. Fell in loye with Mr. ^b 

youngest son, who is a youth of some ten years old, and 
hovers round me with a plenitude of silent admiration and 

astonishment that is most delightful. Miss who is 

a very pretty creature, (in fact, all American women are 
pretty creatures, I never saw any prettier) sang Dalla 
Gioga e del Piacer. She sings very well, but pronounces 
Italian very Americanly, which is a pity, I don't know 
anything so necessary to good singing as a good Italian pro- 
nunciation, except perhaps a good voice, and a good school 
They made me sing, and I sang them the galley song, 
after which Miss warbled again. They were sur- 
rounding me again, with a shower of " pray do's" when 

perceiving D making towards me, wiih my boa on 

her arm, I sat down and sang them, *' Yes aunt, I am 
ready to go," to their infinite edification. 1 wonder if 

Mrs. would object to this, I should think not, as 

is not here to catch it again. * * 

Came home, and supped. I had eaten nothing since four 
o'clock, and was famished ; for I do not like stewed 
oysters and terrapins, which are the refreshments invaria- 
bly handed round at an American evening party. Did not 
get to bed till two o'clock. How beautifully bright the 
heavens are here. The sky has an earnest colour that is* 
lovely and solemn to look at ; and the moon, instead of 
being ** the maiden with white fire laden," has a rich* 
mellow, golden light, than which, nothing caa be more 
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beantiM. The stars, too, are more vivid than in our 
skies, and there is a variety of hues in their light which 
I never observed before, — some reddish, some violet, and 
again others of the palest silver. 

Sunday^ 30th« 

After breakfast Mr. called, also — — , to know at 

what time we would ride. I fixed at twelve, thereby cal- 
culating that we should escape the people coming out 
from church. Went and sat a few minutes with Mrs. — <— . 



Spent my Sunday morning on my knees, indeed, but 
packing, not praying. The horses did not come till half 
past twelve ; so that instead of avoiding, we encountered 
the pious multitude. Fm sure when we mounted, there 
were not less than a hundred and fifty beholders round 
the Mansion House. Rode out to Laurel Hill. The 
cross road was muddy, so we took the turnpike, which 
was clean and short, and would have been pleasant enough 
but for my brute of a horse. Upon my word, these Ame- 
rican horses are most unsafe to ride. I never mount one 
bat I recommend myself to the care of heaven, for I ex- 
pect to have every bone in my body broken before I dis- 

moant again. At Laurel Hill we lunched. While D 

pot up her hair, — ^ and I ran down to the water side. 
The ice had melted from the river, in whose still waters 
the shores, and trees, and bridge lay mirrored with beau- 
tifiil and fairy-like distinctness. The long icicles under 
the rocky brow beneath which we stood, had not melted 
away, though the warm sun was shining brilliantly on 
VOL. n. 6 
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them, and making tfa^ granite slab on which wb stooilf 
sparkle like a pavement of diamonds. I called to the 
echo, and sang to it scales up, and scales down, and ererj 
manner of musical discourse I could think of, dnriog 
which interesting amusement I as nearly as possible slip- 
ped fron^ my footing into the river, which caused both 

and myself to gulp. We left our pleasant sxttmy 

stand at last, to rejoin D and the lunch, and having 
eaten and dmnken, we remounted and proceeded on to 
Manayunk, under the bright, warm, blessed sunshine, 
which came down like a still shining shower npon the 
earth. The beautiful little water-courses had all broken 
from their diamond chains, and came dancing and singing 
down the hills, between the cedar bushes, and the masses 
of grey granite, like merry children laughing as they mn. 
After crossing the bridge at Flat Rock, I took the van, 
riding by myself much faster than my companions, whom 
I left to entertain each other. Several times, as I looked 
down at the delicious fresh water, all rosy with the rosy 
light of the clouds, and gushing round the masses of rock 
that intercepted their channel, I longed to jump off my 
horse, and go down among their shallow brilliant eddies. 
The whole land was mellow with warm sunset, the sky 
soft, and bright, and golden, like a dream. I stopped for 
a long time opposite the Wissihiccon creek. The stone 
bridge, with its grey arch, mingled with the rdugh blocks 
of rock on which it rested, the sheet of foaming water 
falling like a curtain of gold over the dam among the daifc 
stones below, on whose brown sides the ruddy sunlight 
and glittering water fell like splinters of light. The thick 
bright rich tufted cedars basking in the warm amber glow* 
the picturesque mill, the smooth open field, along whose 
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the river waters, after receiving this child of the 
ntains into their bosom, wound deep, and bright, and 

the whole radiant with the softest light I ever beheld, 
ed a most enchanting and serene subject of contem- 
on. Further on, I stopped again, to look at a most 
tiful mass of icicles, formed by some water falling 

a large wooden conduit which belonged to a mill. 

long thick masses of silvery white clung in down- 
I pyramids together, and on the ground, great round 

of purest transparent ice, like enormous crystal 
es, lay clustered upon each other. I waited on a 

sunny knoll above this glittering fairy work, till my 

panions joined me, when, leaving D to pursue 

nain road, and I turned off, and explored a pretty 

le, down which another mountain stream, half free 

water, half shimmering diamond ice, sparkled in the 
et. We reached Philadelphia at half past four, and 
again to canter down Chestnut street just as the folks 
3 all coming from church, which caused no little 
ng, and turning of heads. My father asked *— to 

with us, but he refused. Mr. dined with us. 

r dinner went in to pay my last visit to my poor sick 
id. I sat with her until summoned to see some ge&- 
en in the drawing-room. It pained me to part from 
; for though she exerted herself bravely, she was very 
h overcome. I fear she will miss me, poor thing ; I 
become very much attached to her. I went in to bid 

. good-by. was not gone to bed ; I took 

in my arms and kissed her, saying I should not see 
for a long time again. The tears came .into her baby 
t, and she said very sadly, ** God bless you, Fanny." 
r curious a train of associations that word produced in 
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me. It brought , and Lord , and that beautiful 

creature his child, before my very eyes. But her father 
had told little Lady — — to say that, — ^I am sure he did ; 
now this little creature blessed me out of her own heart. 
A child's blessing is a holy thing. Came into the draw- 
ing-room. Found Dr. * young Mr. , and Mr. 

— there. Presently, Mr. came in, with Baron 

, a man with a thick head, thick white hair, that 

stood out round it like a silver halo, and gold ear-rings. I 
sang to them till past ten o'clock, and then came to my 
own room, where I remained up packing and pottering 
until past two. 



Monday^ BltU 

The river being yet open, thank heaven, we arose at half 
past four o'clock. Dressed sans dawdling for once, and 

came down. * * * * * 

* * * * * * 

^ w V ^ tP rff 

D and I were bundled into a coach, and rumbled and 

tumbled over the stones, through the blackness of dark- 
ness down to the steamboat. was waiting for us, 

and convoyed us safely to the cabin, where I laid myself 
down, and slept till breakfast time. My father. Captain 
, Mr. — , and Baron — ^- sat themselves down 
most comfortably to breakfast, leaving us entirely to the 
charge and care of , who fulfilled his trust with infi- 
nite zeal. 'Tis curious ; there was a man on board whom 
I have now seen every time I have been going to or from 
New York to Philadelphia, whose appearance was Iq 
itself very remarkable, and the subsequent account I re« 
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1 of him, perhaps increased the sort of impression it 
upon me. He was a man of about from thirty to 
-five / guess, standing about five feet ten, with a 
appearance of ^strength and activity. His face was 
f a foreignef*, the features were remarkably well cut, 
he piercing black eyes, dark hair, and brown com* 
m, gave a Spanish character to his countenance. 
) was a sort of familiar would-be gentlemanly man- 
his deportment and address, and a species of slang 
ity in his carriage and conversation, that gave me a 
ity to ascertain what on earth he could be. After 

'est, walked up and down deck with . — — 

n board. I am happy to hear he is thriving: I love 
' fellow-passengers, and when I see one of them, my 
warms towards them, as to a bit of the dear old land 
hind. After about an hour's steaming, we disem- 
1 to cross the narrow neck of land which divides the 
'are from the Chesapeake. Here we got into a 
holding some twelve of us, to be conveyed over the 
ad by one of Stevenson's engines. Neither the road 
le conveyances are comparable to those of the Liver- 
md Manchester rail-way ; and instead of those luxu- 
roomy coaches, which form the merit of the Liver- 
rain, we were squeezy and uncomfortable to a degree, 
lountry along this slip of land is flat and very unin-^ 
ng, clothed with threadbare young woods, whose 
pare skeletons, without their leavy mantles, looked 
lively miserable. The distance from the Delaware 
mchtown, on the Elk, where we were again to take 
, is about sixteen miles, which we did in an hour. 
&rst part of the road lies in Delaware, the latter in 
land. The Elk,, which ia this w<»ld of hug» 

6* 
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ters is considered but a paltry ditch, but which in our 
country would be thought a very decent-sized river, was, 
a few days ago, frozen up, thereby putting a stop to the 
steamboat travelling. But fortunately for us, it was opea 
to-day, and presently we beheld the steamer coming puff- 
ing up to take us from the pier. This boat — the Charles 
Carroll, — ^is one of the finest they have. 'Tis neither so 
swift nor so large, I think, as some of the North river 
boats, but it is a beautiful vessel, roomy and comfortable 
in its arrangements. I went below for a few minutes, but 
found, as usual, the atmosphere of the cabin perfectly in- 
tolerable. The ladies' cabin, in winter, on board one of 
these large steamers, is a right curious sight. 'Tis gene- 
nerally crammed to suffocation with women, strtwn in 
every direction. The greater number cuddle round a 
stove, the heat of which alone would make the atmo- 
sphere unbreathable. Others sit lazily in a species of 
rocking-chain — which is found wherever Americans sit 
down,^^radling themselves backwards and forwards, with 
a lazy, lounging, sleepy air, that makes me long to make 
them get up and walk. Others again manage, even upon 
fresh water, to be very sick. There are generally a dozen 
young human beings, some naughty, sick, and squalling, 
others happy, romping, and riotous ; and what with (he 
vibratory motion of the rocking-chairs and their contents, 
the women's shrill jabber, the children's shriller wailing 
and shouting, the heat and closeness of the air,— -a ladiea' 
cabin on board an American steamboat, is one of the most 
overpowering things to sense and soul that can well be 
imagined. There was a poor sick woman with three 
children, among our company, two of which were noisy* 
unruly boys, of ^om p'^ht to ten years old. One of 
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i set up a howl as soon as he came on board, which 
rolonged, to our utter dismay, for upwards of half an 

sans intermission, except to draw breath. I bore it 
mg as I could ; but threats, entreaties, and bribes 
ig been resorted to in vain, by all the women in the 
I, to silence him, I at length very composedly took 
up in my arms, and deposited him on his back in one 
le upper berths ; whereupon his brother flew at his 
ler, kicking, thumping, screaming, and yelling. The 
1 was in an uproar ; the little wretch I held in my 
; struggled like a young giant, and though I succeeded 
dging him upon the upper shelf, presently slid down 

it like an eel. However, this effort had a salutary 
t, for it obtained silence, — the crying gave way to 
r, which produced silence, of which I availed myself 
eep till dinner time. At dinner, and Mr. 

charge of D and me, who, seeing that we were 

et no dinner till six o'clock, thought fit to eat some 
h. The strange, dark man was sitting opposite us> 
discoursing away to his neighbours in a strain and 

in which shrewdness and swagger, and vulgarity and 
rt of braggart gallantry were curiously jumbled. From 
conversation it was evident that he was a seafaring 
. He spoke of having been a midshipman on board 
American frigate. The question they were debating 

that 0^ superstitious prejudice involving belief in 
y and unlucky days, witches, ghosts, etc. The 
)ger professed perfect faith in all, and added sundry 
sriences of his own, at the same time observing, that 
I regard to sailors, the strong prejudice they have 
nst sailing on certain days, often creates the very ill 
: they apprehend ; for if any danger should occuiy 'tis 
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all attributed to evil infloences against which they have 
DO power, and they are at once deprived of half theii 
energy in labour, and half their courage in peril. When 
dinner was over, I pointed out this strange man to my ft> 
ther, asking him if he had any idea who he was. '' I am 
told," was his reply, '* that he is but JHst returned from 
New York, where he has been tried for piracy." TUi 
accounted for everything,^ — dare-devil look and language, 
seafaring adventures, and superstitious creed. It is a plear 
sant mode of travelling that throws one into contact with 
such company. « * ♦ * » 

* # . * # * * 

# # # # « * * 

' Touching piriates, Baltimore, I was told, (I know not how 
truly,) is famous for them. They have small sehoonen 
there of a particularly light build, and raking masts, which 
are the prettiest craft in the world to look at, and the 
swiftest that sail sea. The Baltimore clippers are pro- 
verbial for their elegance and fleetness ; they are like grey- 
hounds on the water. These, I was told, were frequendy 
owned by gentlemen of rather an ambiguous character, 
something between pirate, smuggler, and wrecker, perhaps 
a judicious compound of all three. Their trade is chiefly, 
I believe, with and about the West India islands. I looked 
at my Spanish-faced friend with redoubled curiosity ; lie 
was the very man for a pirate. We reached Baltimore at 
about half past four. The Chesapeake bay, like the Delar 
ware river, a]$^peared to me admirable only as an immense 
sheet of water. At some parts that we passed, it was six, 
at others ten, at others thirteen miles across. The shores 
were flat and uninteresting on one side, but on the other 
occasionally very picturesque and beautiful, rising in red- 



n 
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loking pliffs from the water's edge, and crowned with 
eaatiful green tufts of wood — cedar, I suppose, for nothing 
[se is green at this time. The curvings of the shore, too, 
re very pretty, but owing to the enormous width of the 
rater, my imperfect vision could hardly discern the pecu- 
ar features of the land. The day was more lovely than 
fine day in early September, in England, — bright, soft, 
nd sunny, with the blue in the sky of the delicate colour 
tne sees in the Sevres porcelain. As we entered the 
^atapsco, and neared Baltimore, North Point and Fort 
^'Henry were pointed out to me. My spirits always 
link when I 6ome to a strange place, and as we came 
ilong the wharf sides, under the red dingy-looking ware- 
louses, between which the water ran in narrow dark-look- 
ng canals, I felt terribly gloomy. We drove up to Barn- 
tiam's, the best house in the town ; and having found out 
Inhere to lay my head, I had my fill of crying.* After 
iinner went and lay down; slept profoundly till nine 

/clock. On my return to the drawing-room fou^d 

liere, and Mr. — , the man who owns the Front street 
heatre, but who it seems is only just out of jail, and has 
neither actors nor scenes to get up a play withal. While 
le was here, came ^issives from the proprietors of the 
Solliday street theatre, to inform' my father that it was 
igbted up, and requesting him to come and look at it. 
rhis was awkward rather. When Mr. was gone, 

* Another house has been opened at Baltimore within the last 
rear, which, though unfinished at the time of our lodging there, 
promised to be extremely comfortable. The building adjoined, 
md indeed formed part of the Exchange ; the vestibule of which 
i the only very beautiful piece of architecture I have seen here, 
t is very beautiful. 
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I came to my room, where I i^emained without a fire, cold 
without and disconsolate within, till past one o'clock. I 
did not know it was New- Year's eve ; and so the waters 
carried me over this other dam without my looking hank 
at what was past or forward at what is to come : and why 
should I ? — surely " the thing that hath been, it is that 
which shall be ; and that which is done, is that whieb 
shall be done ; and there is no new thing under the son:** 
sorrow and joy, hoping and fearing, pain and pleasaror 
laughing and weeping, striving and yielding, — ^they wiD 
all come again and again, and all things will be the same, 
till all things cease. 



Tvesdayi January Ist^ 

Hew-Tear'8 Day, ^ ^^^^ 



■.\ 



There it lies in its cradle ! its pure forehead yet ui 
by sin, unfurrowed by care ; and not an hour shall have 
passed without the traces of both becoming visible. Aid 
where is the mother gone ? where is the fulfilled year?— 
Gone sorrowing to join the crowd of ancestors, who wil* 
ness each against me for the unthrift waste I have made 
of the rich legacies they one by one have bestowed on ms* 
Oh, new-born year ! ere half thy hours are spent, how 
often will my weary spirit have wished them fleeCer 
wings than even those they wear! What secrets are 
there folded in thy breast, — what undreamt-of chances^— 
what strange befallings,-v-what unforeseen sorrows, — ^what 
unexpected joys ! Perhaps, in the mysterious accom-^ 
plishments with which thou art laden, my death may be 
numbered ! — perhaps, ere thy course be duly run, tho 
death of Time may be decreed ! Oh ! this life, and ail 
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ra in it, remind me of the thin veils of spider's webs 
!h divided Desire from his aim, and which, though 
and transparent, were so numerous, that to lift them 
way was hopeless. After breakfast began writing 
lal. 'Twas not until dating it that I discovered it 
New-year's day. When Idid so, and looked at my 
ge surroundings, at the gloomy wintry sky, and 
l^ht of the heathenish disregard with which I was 
ng overf in this far land, the season of home-gathering 
congregating of kin in my own country, I could not 
in from crying bitterly. In spite of the pouring rain, 
Mr. 's hints to keep us away, my father, who 

ed to ascertain the truth of the reports with regard to 
tate of his theatre, set forward thither with me. We 
I a very large, handsome house, larger, I think, than 
?ark, but dirty, dilapidated, and looking as if there 
leen eleven executions in it that morning. No actors, 
ely any scenes, — in short,* such a state of things as 
ired it totally impossible for us to think of acting 
Came home; sat diligently crying the whole 
ing. The afternoon cleared up, and became soft and 
IT. My father insisted on my taking a walk ; so I 
3ted and set out with him. What I saw of the town 
ired to me extremely like the outskirts of Birming- 
>r Manchester. Bright-red brick houses, in rows of 
and five, with interesting gaps of gravel pits, patches 
sadow, and open spaces between, which give it an 
IT, straggling appearance. They are building in every 
ion, however, and in less than two years, these little 
8 being filled up, Baltimore will be a very consi- 
le place ; for it covers, in its present state, a large 
t of ground, and contains a vast population. Imme- 
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diately after dinner, our host made his entr6e with a piano- 
forte. I had suggested to Mr. that I should be glad 

of one ; and here it came. I had asked him to return in 
the evening, and was glad of the piano, for it helps the 
time away. At six o'clock the managers of the Holliday 
street theatre made their appearance ; and my father stat- 
ing that Mr. — ^ was literally unable to fulfil his engage- 
ment with us, entered into arrangements with them; 
during which, I sat up at a tremendously high window, 
looking at the beautiful serious skies, and radiant moon, 
and listening to a tolerable band playing sundry of 'Ro^ 
sini's airs. When these taen had departed, — came 
in. I sang and made him sing, till tea time. After that 
he entertained us with a very long, but not very clear ac- 
count of the various processes of making, polishing, e^Ct 
steel, as practised in his manufactory. His account of 
their hard dealings with the poorer manufacturers was 
dreadful, and he himself spoke with horror of it, saying, 
^* Oh, they are so miserably ground, poor wretches, they 
cannot be said to live, — they barely exist." When I re- 
monstrated with him upon the wickedness of such pio- 
ceedings, he replied, ** We are compelled to do it In wUr 
defence; if we did not use the same means as other 
manufacturers, we should presently be undersold." And 
this is the game playing all over England at this momeBt, 
in every department of her commerce and manufacture,— 
this cruel oppression of the poor, this forcing them by & 
league against them, as it were, to toil in bitterness for 
their scanty daily bread, while those who thus inhumanlf 
depreciate their labour, and wring their hard earnings firofl^ 
their starving grasp, grow wealthy on their plunder. Ar0 
not these the things for which God has said he wiU 
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venge ? Is his abomination of the false balance^ and the 
tinted measure, and the unjust reckoning, less than in the 
ays when he said he would visit the oppressor of the 
oof) and plead the cause of the widow and fatherless ? 
Lre not these the things that make a nation rotten at core, 
nd ripe for decay ? Are not these the things for which 
etribntion is laid np, and fourfold restitution will be de- 
Danded ? — 'Tis awful to think of. From this the convcr- 
ation grew to the means of obtaining interest upon money 
Q this country, which the gentlemen discussed together 
Dr a length of time. I listened to them with many sad 
[loughts. How intent they seemed in their discourse ; 
10 w much they appeared to value every slightest ad van- 
age of place or circumstance which enabled them to draw 
greater profit from their capital ; how eagerly, how ear- 
lestly they seemed absorbed in these calculations. I do 
lot know when I have been so forcibly struck with the 
rorthlessncss of money, and the strange delusion under 
rhich all men seem to be labouring, giving up their lives, 
8 they do, to the hunting of wealth. Are these the cares 
bat should engross the faculties of immortal souls, and 
ational thinking creatures ? That we must live, I know, 
nd that money is necessary to live, I know ; but that our 
rlorious capacities of soul, mind, and body, the fitting exer- 
iise of which alone, in itself, is happiness, should thus be 
chained down to tRe altar horns of mammon, is what I 
lever will believe wise, right, or fitting. I at length spoke, 
or my heart was burning within me, and burst into an 
doquent lamentation on the folly and misery of which 
the world was guilty in following this base worship as it 
does. But when I said that I was convinced happiness 
might and did exist most blessedly upon half the means 
VOL. n. 7 
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which men spent their lives in scraping together, my &- 
ther laughed, and said I was the last person in the woiU 
who could live, on little, or be content with the mediocrity 
I vaunted. I looked at my satin gown, and held my 
tongue, but still I was not convinced. We returned to 
our music till ten o'clock, when they had some suppeii 
after which they drank a happy new year, to England?^ 
poor old England, God bless it ! At about twelve o*dad[ 
■ departed. Sat up a long time at the window, Ha- 
tening to some serenading, which, in the moonlight, 
sounded pleasantly enough.* 

Siu&day« 6t]i« 

At about half past ten Mr. called for us, and we 

walked up to the cathedral, which is a large unfinished 
stone building standing on the brow of a hill, which is to 
be the fashionable quarter of the town, and where theie 
are already some very nice-looking houses. The interior 
of the church is large and handsome, and has more the 
look of a church than anything I have been inside of in 
this country yet. 'Tis full eight years since I was in a 
Catholic church ; and the sensation with which I ap- 
proached the high altar, with its golden crucifix, its m«r- 
ble entablatures, and its glimmering starry lights, savoured 
fully as much of sadness as devotion.* I have-not been in 
a Catholic place of worship since I was at school. How 

* This very romantic piece of gallantry, (serenading,) is very 
common in this country. How it comes to be so I can't quite 
make out ; for it is not at all of a piece with the national manners 
or tone of feeling. It's very agreeable, though, and is an ano* 
maly worth cultivating. ^ 
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well I remember the beautiful music of the military mass, 
the pageants and processions of the feast days at high 
mass, and the evening service, not vespers, but the Salut.* 
They sang that exquisitely mournful and beautiful et in* 
camattM est of Haydn's, which made my blood all run 
backwards. Oae thing disgusted me dreadfully, though 
the priests who were officiating never passed or ap- 
proached the altar without bending the knee to it, they 
kept spitting all over the carpet that surrounded and co- 
vered the steps to it, interrupting themselves in the middle 
of the service to do so, without the slightest hesitation. 

* I have heard it several times asserted, that Catlioliclsm was 
gainiDg g^und extremely in this country. Surely the Preacher 
sayeth well, The thing which has been, it is that which shall be, 
uid there is nothing new beneath the sun. Is it not a marvellous 
dung to think of, that that mighty tree which has overshadowed 
the whole of the Christian world, under whose branches all the 
European empires were cradled, and which we have wkli our 
own eyes beheld droop, and £ade, and totter, as it does at this mo- 
ment in the old soils, — b it not strange to think of the seed being 
carried, and the roots taking hold in this new earth, perhaps to send 
up another such giant shadow over this hemisphere? Its growth 
here appears to me almost impossible ; for if ever there were 
two things more opposite in their nature than all other things, 
they are &e spirit of the Roman Catholic religion, and the spirit 
of the American people. It's true, that of the thousands who 
take refuge from poverty upon this plenteous land, the greater 
nuny^er bring with them that creed, but the very aur they inhale 
here presently gives them a political faith, so utterly incompati- 
ble with the spirit of subjection, that I shall think the Catholic 
priesthood here workers of miracles, to retain anything like the 
infiuence over their minds which they possessed in those coun- 
tries, where all creeds, political and polenucal, have but one 
watch-word — faith and submission^ 
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We had a very indifieient sermon : the service was of 

course in Latin. When it was over, Mr. insisted 

on showing me some paintings which hung on either side 
the grand entrance. These were a couple of pictures by 
Paulin Guerin ; the one representing the descent from the 
cross, the other the burying of the dead, by St. Charles, 
in the Holy land. I do not understand much about bad 
pictures, but I know good ones when I see them ; and 1 
think these were not such. There was no beauty of ima« 
gination or poetical conception whatever in them, and 
there appeared to me to be manifold glaring faults in the 
execution. I could have sworn to their being French 
pictures. Was introduced to several people coming out 
of church. A little way beyond the cathedral stands 
Washington's monument, — a neat and appropriate pillar, 
•—which, together with a smaller one erected at the head 
of our street, to the memory of the North Point heroesi 
has given Baltimore the appellation of the monumental 
city, which never could have befallen it in any other 
country under heaven, but this. At eight o'clock we 

went to Mrs. ^'s. They are all in deep mourning) 

and the circle was very small. They are roost agreeable, 
pleasant people, with a peculiar gentleness of manner, like 
very high breeding which I have often observed in Cathor 
lies of the better orders. Their conversation appeared 
to me totally divested of the disagreeable accent which 

seems almost universal in this country. Mrs. talked 

to me about my aunt Whitelock, and what a charming 
actress she was, and what an enchanting thrilling voice 
she had. I spent a delightful evening. Before we wenl 
away Mr. showed us a picture of Lady — , by 
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Lawrence. It looked quiie refreshing, witli its lovely dark 
curls unfrizzed, and the form of the neck and arms undis* 
guised by the hideousness of modern fashions. Saw a 
very good likeness, too, of the Duke of . 'Twas 

very like him, though many years younger. * * 

♦ * . * # « # 

* * * * * * 

By the bye, somebody said that had turned Roman 

Catholic, and very devout. Some of the Marys and Magda- 
lene of the old Italian painters are very converting pictures, 
with their tearful, melancholy eyes, and golden, glorious, 
billowy hair. Mrs. — — amused me very much by her ac- 
count of the slaves on their estates, whom, she said, she 
found the best and most faithful servants in the world. Be- 
ing bom upon the land, there exists among them something 
of the old spirit of clanship, and '* our house," '* our fa- 
mily," are the terms by which they designate their 
owners. In the south there are no servants but blacks ; 
for the greater proportion of domestics being slaves, all 
species of servitude whatever is looked upon as a degrada- 
tion ; and the slaves themselves entertain the very highest 
contempt for white servants, whom they designate as 
*• poor white trash." 

Young — called, and stayed about an hour with us. 
At half past five took coffee, and off to the theatre. The 
play was Romeo and Juliet ; the house was extremely 
full : they are a delightful audience. My Romeo had 
gotten on a pair of trunk breeches, that looked as if he 

7* 
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had borrowed them from some worthy Dutchman of a 
handred years ago. Had he worn them in New York, I 
could have understood it as a compliment to the ancestry 
of that good city ; but here, to adopt such a costume in 
Romeo, was really perfectly unaccountable. They were 
of a most unhappy choice of colours, too,— dull heavy- 
looking blue cloth, and offensive crimson satin, all be- 
puokered, and beplaited, and bepufied, till the young man 
looked like a magical figure growing out of a monstrous, 
strange-coloured melon, beneath which descended his un- 
fortunate legs, thrust into a pair of red slippers, for all the 
world like Grimaldi's legs en costume for clown. The 
play went off pretty smoothly, except that they broke one 
man's collar-bone, and nearly dislocated a woman's shoul- 
der by flinging the scenery about. My bed was not made 
in time, and when the scene drew, half a dozen carpenters 
in patched trowsers and tattered shirt sleeves, were dis- 
covered smoothing down m)r pillows, and adjusting my 
draperies. The last scene is too good not to be giveiK 
verbatim : 

RoMza. Rise, rise, my Juliet, 

And fh>m this cave of death, this house of horror,, 
Quick let me snatch thee to thy Romeo's arms. 

Here he pounced upon me, plucked me up in his arms 
like an uncomfortable bundle, and staggered down the 
stage with me. 

Juliet, (aside,) Oh, you've got me up horridly f — ^that'll never 
do ; let me dowft, pray let me down. 
RoxBO. There, breathe a vital spirit on thy lips. 

And call thee back, my soul, to life and love ! 
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JvLZXT. {aside.) Pray put me down ; you'll certainly throw me 
down if you don't set me on the ground directly. 

In the midst of " cruel, cursed fate," his dagger fell out 
of his dress ; I, embracing him tenderly, crammed it back 
again, because I knew I should want it at the end. 

RoMXo. Tear not our heart-strings thus ! 

They crack ! they break ! — Juliet! Juiliet ! ((Sea,) 

JuuxT. (to corpse,) Am I smothering you ? 

CoBPss. (to JuUet,) Not at all ; could you be so kind, do you 
think, as to put my wig on agisdn for me I — it has fallen off. 

JuLixT. (to corpse.) I'm afraid I can't, but I'U throw my musliA 
Tcil over it You've broken the phial, haven't you ? 

(Corpse nodded,) 

JuLisT. (to corpse,) Where's your dagger ? 

QoB?9x. (to Juliet,) 'Pon my soul I don't kn.ow» 



Sunday! ISUu 

By half past ten we were packed in what in this country 
is termed an exclusive extra^ i. e., a stage-coach to our- 
selves, and progressing towards Washington. The coach 
iKTas comfortable enough, and the country, for the first 
twelve or fifteen miles, owing to the abominable account 
I had heard of it from every body, disappointed me rather 
agreeably. It was by no means so dreary or desolate as 
I had been led to expect. There was considerable variety 
in its outline, and the quantity of cedar thickets scattered 
over it took away from the comfortless, threadbare look of 
the wintry woods. Threadbare indeed the trees can 
scarce be called, for the leaves of the black oak instead of 
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falling as they fade, remain upon the branches and gire 
the trees more the effect of being lightning-struck, pr ae- 
cidentally blasted, than withered by the fair course of the 
seasons. I think the effect is more disagreeable than tliat 
of absolutely bare, leafless boughs. When near, the trees 
look singularly deplorable and untidy, although at the di»- 
tance, the red-brown of the faded oaks mingling with the 
bright, vivid, green cedars, and here and there a 8ilye^ 
barked buttonwood tree raising its white delicate branches 
from among them, produce a vpry agreeable and harmo- 
nious blending to the eye. The soil, the banks by the 
road-side, and broken ridges of ravines, and water-courses, 
attracted my attention by the variety and vividness of their 
colours. The brightest red and yellow, and then again 
pale green, and rich, warm gravel-colour. I wished I 
had been a geologist. How much pleasure of reflection 
and contemplation is lost to the ignorant whose outwaid 
sense wanders over the objects that surround it, deriving 
from them but half the delight that they give the wise and 
well-informed; even fancy is at fault, for fancy itself 
scarce devises images more strange, and beautiful, and 
wonderful, than the reality of things presents to those wh* 
understand their properties and natures. The walen 
were all fast frozen up, and one or two little pools, att 
curdled with ice, and locked up in deep, gravelly basins, 
looked like onyx stones set in gold. As for the road, we 
had been assured it was exceedingly good ; but mercy on 
us ! I can*t think of it without aching. Here we went 
up, up, up, and there we went down, down, down, — ^now, 
I was in my father's lap, and now I was half out of win- 
dow. The utter impossibility of holding oneself in any 
one position for two minutes, is absolutely ridicidoas. 
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Sometimes we laughed, and at other times we groaned at 
our helpless and hopeless condition ; but at last, we ar- 
rived, with no bones broken, at about three o'clock, at the 
capital and seat of government of the United States.* 
Upon the height immediately above the city, is situated 
the Capitol, a very handsome building, of which the Ameri- 
cans are not a little proud ; but it seems placed there by 
mistake, so little do the miserable, untidy hovels above, 
and the scattered, unfinished, red-brick town below, ac- 
cord with its patrician marble, and high-sounding title. 
We drove to Gadsby's, which is an inn like a little tpwn, 

* In most European countries, the seat of gt)yemment and re- 
sidence of the ruling powers and foreign ambassadors, is the capi- 
tal, and generally the largest, most populous, most wealthy, and 
most influential city of the kingdom — ^the place of all others to 
which travellers would resort to become acquunted with its po- 
litical, literary, and social spuit. In this, however, as in mo^ 
other respects, this country differs from all others ; and the spirit 
of independence which renders every state a republic within 
itself) gives to each its own capital, the superior merits of which 
are advocated with no little pride and jealousy, by the nativea of 
the state to which it belongs. Thus, New York, Boston, Phila- 
delphia, Baltunore, Charleston, and New Orleans, are all capitals; 
each of them fulfilling in a much higher degree than Washington 
the foreigner's idea of that word. Indeed I cannot conceive any- 
thing that would more amaze an European than to be trans- 
ported into Washington, and told he was in the metropolis of the 
XJmted States ; nor indeed, could anything ^ve him a less just 
idea, of the curious political construction, and widely scattered 
resources of the country. Washington, in fact, is to America 
what Downing and Parliament streets are to London — a congre- 
gation of government offices ; where political characters, secre- 
taries, clerks, place-holders, and place-seekers most do congre- 
gate. 
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with more wooden galleries, flights of steps, pMssges, 
door-ways, exits and entrances, than any bailding I ever 
saw : it reminded me of the house in Tieck's LoTe-charm. 
We had not been arrived a quarter of an hour, when iB 

walked Mr. and Captain , and presently Mr. 

. They sat for some time, discussing, laughing, 

quizzing, and being funny, and then departed. Gaptaur 

was telling us a story about a man somewhere op fi 

the lost lands, who was called Philemon, and whose thrat 
sons were paganed, (christened, 1 suppose, one can't say,) 
Romulus, Remus, and Tiberius, I thought this was too 
good to be true, and D and I laughing over it at din- 

ner, agreed that we wished anything of the sort had hap- 
pened to us. *' Some bread, waiter : what is your 
name ?" said I to the black who was waiting upon us. 
'* Horatius !" was the reply ; which sent me and D- 
into fits. 



Monday* 14th. 

When I came into breakfast found Mr. , whom I like 

mainly. While he was here. Dr. and — came 

in. I gave the latter a most tremendous grasp of the 
hand : it was like seeing a bit of England to see him* 
He said to me, '^ Oh, how strange it is to see you here;" 
which caused my eyes to fill with tears, for heaven knowSf 
it feels strange enough. They had hardly been seated 
two minutes, when in rushed a boy to call us to reheaml. 
I was as vexed as might be. They all departed ; — 
faithfully promising to come again, and have a long talk 
about the old country: we then set forth to reheanal. 
The theatre is the tiniest little box that ever was seen,-— 
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not much bigger, I verily think, than the baby's play- 
house at Versailles. When I came to perceive who the 
company were, and that sundry of our Baltimore com- 
rades were come on hither, I begged to be excused from 
rehearsing, as they had all done their parts but a few days 

before with me. At about two o'clock, Mr. came 

to take us to the Capitol. Mr. — was in the drawing- 
room. He had just seen the president ; and it seems, that 
far from coming to any accommodation with the South 
Carolinians, there is an immediate probability of their 
coming to blows. They say, the old general is longing 
for a fight ; and most assuredly, to fight would be better, 
in this instance, than to give in ; for, to yield, would be 
virtually to admit the right of every individual state to dic- 
tate to the whole government. We walked up to the 
Capitol : the day was most beautifully bright and sunny, 
and the mass of white building, with its terraces and co- 
lumns, stood out in fine relief against the cloudless blue 
sky. We went first into the senate, or upper house, be- 
cause Webster was speaking, whom I especially wished 
to hear. The room itself is neither large nor lofty ; the 
senators sit in two semi-circular rows, turned towards the 
president, in comfortable arm-chairs. On the same ground, 
and literally sitting among the senators, were a whole 
regiment of ladies, whispering, talking, laughing, and fid- 
geting. A gallery, level with the floor, and only divided 
by a low partition from the main room, ran round the 
apartment : this, too, was filled with pink, and blue, and 
yellow bonnets ; and every now and then, while the busi- 
ness of the house was going on, and Webster speaking, 
a tremendous bustle, and waving of feathers, and rustling 
of silks would be heard, and in came streaming a rein* 
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forcement of political beauties, and then would commesee 
a jumping up, a sitting down, a squeezing through, and a 
how-d'ye-doing, and a shaking of hands. The senaton 
would turn round, even Webster would hesitate as if bo- 
thered by the row, and, in short, the whole thing was 
more irregular, and unbusinesslike than any one could 
have imagined.* Webster's face is very remarkable, pa^ 
ticularly the forehead and eyes. The former projects sin- 
gularly, absolutely overhanging the latter, which have a 
very melancholy and occasionally rather wild expresaioo* 
The subject upon which he was speaking was not one of 
particular interest, — an estimate of the amount of French 
spoliations, by cruisers and privateers, upon the Ameri- 
can commerce. The heat of the room was intoleraUe; 
and after sitting till I was nearly suffocated, we adjourned 

• As the winter resort of all the leading political men of the 
Union, Washington presents many attractions in point of sodety. 
Their wives and daughters, frequently the reigning beauties of 
their respective states and towns, generally accompany thein 
thither during the session ; and this congregating of people from 
all parts of the country, together with the foreign mimsters re- 
siding there, and the travellers drawn thither from mere curiomtyt 
combine to ^ve more variety to the gaieties of Washington thw 
those of any of the other cities in the Union can boast. The 
Capitol is a favourite lounge in the morning ; and the Americtfi 
lady-politicians are just as zealous in their respective parties ti 
our own. 1 don't know, however, that they would much relisb 
listening to a long debate from that dismal hole, the lanthom of 
the house of commons, where one may listen, indeed, and even 
just manage to see, but where to be seen is an utter impossibifitf : 
neither do I think that many of them would stand for four long 

hours, as Miss and poor Lady — ^d, during Brougham's 

famous reform bill speech. 



JOURNAL. 89 

he House of Representatives. On our way thither, 
crossed a very beautiful circular vestibule, which holds 
centre of the building. It was adorned with sundry 
lorable passages in American history done into pic- 
3, by Colonel Trumbull. In the House of Repre- 
aitives we were told we should hear nothing of interest, 

urned off, under Mr. 's escort, to the library, 

;h is a comfortable, well-sized room, where we looked 
Audubon*s Ornithology, a beautiful work, and saw a 
sitting with his feet upon the table, reading, which 
L American fashion. Met half the New York world 
3. After we had stayed there some time, we went 
the House of Representatives. The room itself is 
and large, and very handsome, but extremely ill-con- 
:ted for the voice, which is completely lost among the 
mns, and only reaches the gallery, where listeners are 
itted, in indistinct and very unedifying murmurs. The 
ibers not unfrequently sit with their feet upon their 
s. We walked out upon the terrace, and looked at 
iriew of the Potomac, and the town, which, in spite of 
enlivening effect of an almost summer*s sky, looked 
ry and desolate in the extreme. We then returned 
e. At half past five we went to the theatre. We 
i a long time before we could discover, among the in- 
te, dark little passages, our own private entrance, and 
) as nearly as possible being carried into the pit by a 
en rush of spectators making their way thither : I 
I we had been ;' I think I should like to have seen my- 
very much. The theatre is absolutely like a doll's 
-house : it was completely crammed with people. I 
ed ill ; I cannot act tragedy within half a yard of the 
>le in the boxes. By the bye, a theatre i^ay very 

>L. II. 8 
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easily be too small for tragedies which is admirably 
adapted to comedies. In the latter species of dramatic 
representations, the incidents, characters, manners, and 
dresses, are, for the most part, modern, — such as we meet 
with, or can easily imagine in our own drawing-rooms, 
and among our own society. There is little if any exag- 
geration of colouring necessary, and no great exertion of 
fancy needful either in the actor or audience in executing 
and witnessing such a performance. On the contrary, 
comedy, — high comedy, — generally embodying the man- 
ners, tone, and spirit of the higher classes of society, the 
smaller the space, consistent with ease and grace of car- 
riage, in which such personifications take place, the less 
danger there is of the actor's departing from that natural, 
quiet, and refined deportment and delivery, which are, in 
the present day, the general characteristics of polished so- 
ciety. 'Tis otherwise with tragic representations. They 
are unnatural, not positively, but comparatively unnatural ; 
the incidents are, for the most part strange, startling, un- 
usual ; and though they always must be within possi- 
bility, in order to excite the sympathies of beholders, — 
though some of them may even be historical facts, — ^yet 
they are, for the most part, events which come within the 
probabilities of few of us, and this renders necessary a de- 
gree of excitement and elevation in the mind of the spec- 
tator, foreign to, and at variance with the critical spirit of 
prosaic reality. Again, the scene of a comedy is gene- 
rally a drawing-room ; and the smaller the stage, the 
greater is the possibility of rendering it absolutely like 
what we all have seen, and are daily in the habit of 
seeing ; but to represent groves and mountains, or lakes, 
or the dwellings of the kings of the earth, satisfactorily to 
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the spectator's mind, there must be a certain distance ob- 
served, from which the fancy may take its stand for the 
best perception of what is intended. Whereas, in closer 
contact with such scenes, not only does their immediate 
proximity convey an unpleasing consciousness of the un- 
reality of the whole, but the near and absolute detail of 
paint, canvass, and gilding, is obtruded in a manner that 
destroys all illusion, and by disturbing the effect of the 
whole upon the spectator, necessarily weakens that part 
which depends solely upon the actor. The same thing 
applies to dress. Foil-stone, paste, and coloured glass, 
by French ingenuity, have been manufactured into toys, 
which, with the help of distance, may be admitted as re- 
presenting the splendours of Eastern costume, or even the 
glittering trappings of those gaudjr little superhumans the 
fairies. But nearness utterly dissolves the spell, and these 
substitutes for magnificence become palpable impositions, 
and very oflen most ludicrous ones. I have often been 
aceused of studying my attitudes, but the truth is, that 
roost things that are presented to my imagination, instead 
of being mere abstractions, immediately assume form and 
colour, and become pictures ; these I constantly execute 
on the stage as I had previously seen them in my fancy : 
but as few pictures as large as life admit of being seen to 
best effect immediately close to the spectator, so the whole 
effect produced by a graceful attitude, fine colours, or skil- 
ful grouping on the stage, is considerably diminished 
when the space is restricted, and the audience brought too 
near the performers. So much for little theatres. — — — 
came in afler the play. He told us that as he was coming 
out of the theatre, a Kentuckian accosted him with, ^ Well, 
what do you think of that 'ere g-o/F" — " Oh," hesitatingly 
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replied , " 1 don't quite know."—" Well," retorted 

the questioner, '* any how, I guess she's o' some ac- 
count!" 



Tuesday) 15tli* 

At eleven o'clock Mr. called. Went with hioi to 

see the original of the Declaration of Independence, also, 
a few medals, for the most part modern ones, and neither 
of much beauty or curiosity. Afterwards went to the 
War Office, where we saw sundry Indian properties^^ 
bows and arrows, canoes, smoking pipes, and what inte- 
rested me much more, the pictures of a great many savage 
chiefs, and one or two Indian women. The latter were 
rather pretty : the men were not any of them handsome ; 
scorn round the mouth, and cunning in the eyes seemed 
to be the general characteristic of all their faces. There 
was a portrait of Red Jacket, which gave me a most nn- 
poetical, low-life impression of that great palaverer. The 
names of many of them delighted me, as, the Ever- 
awaken the Man that stands and strikes $ the North 
Wind. One of the women's names amused me a great 
deal, — the Woman that spoke firsts — which title occa- 
sioned infinite surmise among us as to the occasion on 
which she earned it. After we had done seeing what 
was to be seen, we went on to the president's house, 
which is a comfortless, handsome-looking building, with 
a withered grass-plot enclosed in wooden palings in front, 
and a desolate reach of uncultivated ground down to the 
river behind. Mr. gave us a most entertaining ac- 
count of the levees, or rather public days, at the president's 
house. Every human being has a right to present himself 
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there ; the consequence is, that great numbers of the very 
commonest sort of people used to rush in, and follow 
about the servants who carried refreshments, seizing upon 
whatever they could get, and staring and pushing about, 
to the infinite discomfiture of the more respectable and 
better-behaved part of the assembly. Indeed, the nuisance 
became so great, that they discontinued the eatables, and 
in great measure got rid of the crowd. Mr. — — assured 
me that on one of these occasions, two ladies had them- 
selves liAed up and seated on the chimney-piece, in order 
to have a better view of the select congregation beneath 

them. Mr. left us to go to the Capitol, and we 

came home. , Mr. — and Captain — called. 

We sat discussing names ; which in this country are cer- 
tainly more ambitious than in any other in the world.^ 

* The love of the sublime and beautiful, those aspirations after 
something more refined, more exalted and perfect than this world 
afibrds, in short, that spiritual propensity^ classed in its many and 
various mamfestations by the phrenologists under the title of 
tdeaUty, will have some vent, and under circumstances most ad- 
verse to its existence, will creep out at some channel or another, 
and vindicate human nature by flourishing in some shape over 
the narrowest, homeliest, lowliest, and least favourable guiise it 
may put on. Certainly America is not the country of large 
idealities, — ^it is the very reverse ; if I may create a bump, it is 
the country of large realities, i. e., large acquidtiveness, large 
causality, larg^ caution, and small veneration and wonder. Nath- 
less some ideality must needs be, and is,, and it creeps out in 
christian names. I have heard sempstresses called Amanda and 
Emmeline, and we had a housemud in New England called 
Cynthia. Our village carpenter is named Rudolph ; and if the 
spirit of the people appears to me unimag^ative and unpoetical^ 
I take great comfort in their fine names.. 

8* 
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Besides Captain — -— 's classical family, Mr. '■ assored 
us that he knew of a man whose name was Return 

Jonathan Meigs ; and — swore to one in New York 
called Alonzo Leontea Agamemnon Beaugardus. I 
have myself seen a Harmanus Bogga, Aquila Jonest and 
Alpheus Brett; but I have not been favoured with an ac- 
quaintance with any such names as they quoted. ap- 
pears to me altered since I saw him in England. He was 
always silent, and quiet, and gentle, but there was an air of 
complacency and contented cheerfulness about him, which 
I think he has very much lost : he looks sad and care- 
worn. I was sorry to see it. After dinner sat writing jou^ 
nal. Mr. — came in and sat some time with us. He 
is very clever and agreeable, and I like him greatly^ 

IVednesday-f leflb 

After breakfast went to rehearsal. At half past twelve 
Mr. — came to ride with me. The horse he had got- 
ten for me was base ; but never raind» the day was exqui- 
sitely mild and bright, — the sort of early spring-feeling 
day, when in England the bright gold, and pale, delicate 
violet of the crocus buds begin to break the rich, dark 
mould, and the fragrant gummy leaves of the lilac bushes 
open their soft, brown folds. We had a very pleasant 
ride through some pretty woodlands on the opposite side 
of the river. At half past five went to the theatre. The 
play was the Hunchback : the house was crowded. In 
the last scene Master Walter upbraided me thus : 

The engineer 
Who lays the last stone of his sea-built tow'r. 
And smiling at It, bids the winds and waves 
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To roar and whistle now — but in a night 
Beholds the tempest sporting in its place, 
May look agaah as I did. 

Also in the exclamation — 

Fathers, make straws your children : nature's nothing,- 

Blood nothing : once in other veins it flows 

It no more yaumeth for the parent flood 

Than doth the stream that from the stream disparts. 

/f r. and came in after the play. We had a 

iseussion as to how far real feeling enters into our scenic 
erformances. 'Tis hard to say : the general question it 
irould be impossible to answer, for acting is altogether a 
lonstrous anomaly. John Kemble and Mrs. Siddons 
^ere always in earnest in what they were about ; Miss 
TNeill used to cry bitterly in all her tragedy parts ; whilst 
rarrick could be making faces and playing tricks in the 
liddle of his finest points, and Kean would talk gibberish 
rhile the people were in an uproar of applause at bis. 
Q my own individual instance, I know that sometimes I 
ould turn every word I am saying into burlesque, (never 
^hakspeare, by the bye,) and at others my heart aches, 
nd I cry real, bitter, warm tears, as earnestly as if I was 
1 earnest. 



TlLursdajr, 17tMkm 

lat writing journal till twelve o^clock^ when we went to 

Ir. ^'s. Took him up, and thence proceeded to the 

^residency to be presented in due form. His excellency 
indrew Jackson, is very tall and thin, but erect and dig- 
ified in his carriage— « good specimen of a fine old well- 
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battered soldier. His hair is very thick and grey : his 
manners are perfectly simple and quiet, therefore very 

good ; so are those of his niece, Mrs. , who is a 

very pretty person, and lady of the house, Mrs.' Jackson 
having been dead some time. He talked about South 
Carolina, and entered his protest against scribbling ladies, 
assuring us that the whole of the present southern dis- 
turbances had their origin in no larger a source than the 
nib of the pen of a lady. Truly, if this be true, the lady 
must have scribbled to some purpose. We sat a little 

more than a quarter of an hour ; Mr. was calling at 

the same time.* We afterwards adjourned to Mr. *» 

house. * » * » » » 

# % * * # # 

♦ « m « « « « 

Appointed Mr. — to come down directly and ride with 

* I am neither sufficiently interested nor sufficiently well in- 
formed in the politics of this country to have conceived any opi- 
nion of General Jackson, beyond that which the floating discus- 
sions of the day might suggest. Of his merits as a statesman I 
am totally incapable of judging, or of the effisct which his pecu- 
liar policy is calculated to have upon the country. When first I 
came here I heard and saw that he was the man of the people. 
In the dispute with South Carolina, his firmness and decision of 
character struck me a good deal ; and when, in consequence of 
the temporary distress occasioned by his alteration of the cur- 
rency, a universal howl was for a short time ndsed against him, 
which he withstood without a moment's flinching, I honoured 
him greatly. Of his measures I know nothing, but firmness^ de- 
termination, decision^ I respect above all things ; and if the old 
general is, as they say, very obstinate, why obstinacy is so fifr 
more estimable than weakness, especially in a ruler* that I tiunk 
he sins on the right side of the question. 
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me. Drove with my father and Mr. to leave cards 

on , and then walked home. The day wa9 bright 

and fine, but very cold. Habited, and at about one o'clock 
Mr. — called for me. On going to the door, I found 
him and his horse, and a strange, tall, grey horse for me, 

and a young gentleman of the name of , to whom I 

understood it belonged, and whom Mr. introduced 

to me as very anxious to join my party. I was a little 

startled at this, as I did not quite think Mr. ought to 

have brought any body to ride with me without my leave. 
However, as I was riding his horse, I was just as well 
pleased that he was by, for I don't like having the respon- 
sibility of such valuable property as a private gentleman's 
horse to take care of. I told him this, alleging it as a rea- 
son for my preferring to ride an indifferent hack horse, 
about which I had no such anxiety. He replied that I 
need have none about his. I told him laughingly that I 
would give him two dollars for the hire of it, and then 
I should feel quite happy ; all which nonsense passed as 
nonsense should, without a comment. He is a son of 
— — : I thought him tolerably pleasant and wejl informed. 

* **##** 

I would have a man who lived in the wretchedest comer 
of the earth think his own country the first of countries, 
for 'tis noble and natural, one of the most respectable in- 
stincts in the human heart. We rode till half past three. 
The horse I was upon, was, Mr. ■' assured me, an 
English one, but he had been long enough in this world 
to learn racking and forget every other more christian 
pace : he tired me dreadfully. After dinner wrote journal 
tUl time to go to the theatre. The play was the School 
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for Scandal, in the fourth act of which Joseph Sarfece 89- 

sured me that / was a plethora ! ! ! Mr. came in 

and supped with us after the play. He gave us a very 
interesting account of a school that had been attempted ta 
be formed in Massachusetts, for the purpose of educaitiB^ 
young men of the savage tribes, who were willing to be^ 
come Christians, and receive instruction. It was obliged^ 
however, to be given up, in consequence of several of 
them having fallen in love with and married Amerieafl 
girls, whom they took away into the woods, many of 
them after they were there returning to their savage ways 
of living, which must have, placed their wretched Chris- 
tian wives in a horrible situation. 



Friday* 18tk* 

At eleven Mr. — called to take D and myself t» 

the war office : I wanted her to see the Indian spoik 
there. On our way thither he read us some very pretty 
verses which he had written upon the subject of the 
<* woman who spoke first." When we had seen whit 
we wanted to see we returned home, and I began to habit 
While doing so received a most comical Yankee note^ 
signed by Mr. — — , but written, I am sure, by Captaia 

, to apprize me that the former was unwel), hot that 

he. Captain , would accompany me on horseback, if 

I pleased. The note was exquisite. I finished dresshif^ 
and then we set ofi". I charged Captain — with the 
note, and he pleaded guilty, — the thing was evident 
While we were riding. Captain — told me sundry 
most exquisite native morceaux, and one thing that haU> 
killed me with laughing. Mr. ' s negro servant and 
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r. 's conversiog together about'me, one asked the 

ber if he had seen me yet at the theatre, to which Mr. 
— 's man replied, " No sir ; I have had the pleasure of 
eiog Miss Kemble in private society :"— he brings my 

irse down every morning for me ! * ♦ * 

* • * * * * 



srhaps after all, life is worth no more than a laugh, and 
[ its strange mysteries of sin and suffering, its summer 
earns of excellence innate and to be acquired, its fond 
earning affections, its deep passions, its high and glo- 
)us tendings, — all but jests to make the worldly-wise 
lile, and the believers in them despair. God keep me 
>m such thoughts ! — diey are dreadful ! * * 

# « « « * # 

fter dinner wrote journal. At half past five went to the 
eatre : the play was the Hunchback, — the house was 
!ry good. I wonder if any body on earth can form the 
ightest idea of the interior of this wretched litUe theatre : 
8 the smallest I ever was in. The proprietors are poor, 
e actors poorer ; and the grotesque mixture of misery, 
ilgarity, stage-finery, and real raggedness, is beyond 
erything strange, and sad, and revolting, — it reminds 
e constantly of some of Hogarth's pictures, and pas- 
ges in Goethe's Wilhelm Meister. After the play came 
)me and supped. By the bye, just as I had done break- 

Bt this morning Judge called, who is the most ex- 

lisite original I have met with even in this land of their 
»undance. H^ gave me a long scolding for getdng up 
• late, and assured me that I meant to settle in this 
antry, at the same time drawing an enchanting picture 
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of rural happiness to the west, — a cottage by a riyolety 
with two cows, and just enough to starve upon !— I think 
I see myself there. This sentimental prophecy was pre- 
faced by a remark that he knew I was very romantic, and 
interrupted every two minutes by a dexterous expectonl 
interjection, which caused me nearly to jump off my chair 
with dismay. 

Saturday^ 19t]u 

CHomo cPorrore! — ^but I won't anticipate. They have 
settled to act Much Ado about Nothing, instead of The 
Inconstant. I have no clothes for Beatrice, — ^but that 
don't matter. After breakfast went to rehearsal, and thou 
walked with my father to see a very pretty model of what 
is to be the town-hall. It never will be, for the corpora- 
tion are as poor as Job^s kittens, (Americanism-— com- 
municated by Captain ,) and the city of WashingtOD 

itself is only kept alive by Congress. Talking of the 
city of Washington, — 'tis the strangest thing by way of a 
town, that can be fancied. It is laid out to cover, I should 
think, some ten miles square, but the houses are hei6» 
there, and no where ; the streets, conventionally, not pnh 
peily so called, are roads, crooked or straight, wheiB 
buildings are intended to be. Every now and then an 
interesting gap of a quarter of a mile occurs between thoie 
houses that are built ; in the midst of the town you can't 
help fancying you are in the country; and between 
wooden palings, with nothing to be seen on either side 
but cedar bushes and sand, you are informed you are in 
the midst of the town. The Elysian fields is a broken 
patch of moorland, sand, and gravel; the Jardin des 
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Plantes is a nunery-groand full of slips of shrubs a foot 
and a half high ; the Tiber, alias Goose Creek, is an un- 
happy-looking ditch ; — and Washington altogether struck 
me as a rambling, red-brick image of futurity, where 
nothing is, but all things are to be. Came home and ha- 
bited ; at half past twelve, Captain — . came for me ; 
just as we were going, — - called. He was on horse- 
back, and asked leave to join us, which I agreed to very 
readily. He was pilot, and led us round and about through 
the woods, and across the waters, all of which, as Captain 
" observed, ^was in the day's work. We returned at 
half past three. Directly after xlinner, I set out to pay 
sundry cards. The day had been heavenly, — ^bright, and 
warm, and balmy ; the evening was beautifully soft ; and 
as I drove over hill and dale, marsh and moorland, through 
the city of Washington, paying my cards, the stars came 
out one after another in the still sky, and the scattered 
lights of the town looked like a capricious congregation of 
Jack-oMan thorns, some high, some low, some here, some 
there, showing more distinctly by the- dark spaces between 
them, the enormous share that emptiness has in the con- 
gressional city. One of my visits lay nearly three miles 
out of town, so that I was not back until six o'clock. As 

I came rushing along the corridor, I met D coming 

to meet me, who exclaimed, with an air of mingled horror 
and satisfaction, '* Oh, here you are ! — here is coffee and 
Mr. — waiting for you !" I went into the room, and 
found a goodly-looking personage, old enongh to know 
better, sitting with my father, who appeared amazingly 
disturbed, held an open letter in his hand, and exclaimed, 
the moment I came in, '* There, sir, there is the young 
lady to speak for herself." 1 courtesied, and sat down. 
VOL. n. 9 
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" Fanny," quoth my father, " something particula'rly disa- 
greeable has occurred,-T-pray, can you call to mind any- 
thing you said during the course of your Thursday's ride, 

which was likely to be ofiensive to Mr. , or an3rthing 

abusive of this country ?" As I have already had sundry 
specimens of the great talent there is for tattle in the ex- 
elusive coteries of this gossiping new world, I merely un- 
tied my bonnet, and replied, that I did not at that moment 
recollect a word that I had said duriqg my whole ride, 
and should certainly not give myself any trouble to do so. 
** Now my dear," said my father, his own eyes flashing 
with indignation, ** don't put yourself into a passion ; com- 
pose yourself and recollect. Here is a letter I have just 
received." He proceeded to read it, and the contents 

were to this effect — that during my ride with Mr. 

I had said I did not choose to ride an American gentle- 
man's horse, and had offered him two dollars for the hire 
of his; that moreover, I had spoken most derogatorily of 
America and Americans ; in consequence of all which, if 
my father did not give some explanati'on, or make some 
apology to the public, I should certainly be hissed off the 
stage, as soon as I appeared on it that evening. This was 
pleasant. I stated the conversation as it had passed, add- 
ing, that as to any sentiments a person might express on 
any subject ; liberty of opinion, and liberty of speech, 
were alike rights which belonged to every body, and that, 
with a due regard to good feeling, and good breeding, 
they were rights which nobody ought, and I never would 

forego. Mr. opened his eyes. I longed to add that 

any conversation between me and any other person was 
nobody's business but mine, and his or hers, and that the 
whole thing was on the part of the young gentleman con* 
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cerned, the greatest piece of blackguardism, and on that of 
the old gentleman concerned, the greatest piece of twaddle 
that it had ever been my good fortune to hear of. " For," 

said Mr. , " not less Hbsxi fifty members of Congress 

have already mentioned the matter to me." Fifty old gos- 
siping women ! why the whole thing is for all the world 
like a village tattle in England, among half a dozen old 
wives round their tea-pots. All Washington was in dis- 
may ; and my evil deeds and evil words were the town 
talk,*-^fields, gaps, marshes, and all, rang with them. 
This is an agreeable circumstance, and a display of na- 
tional character highly entertaining and curious."^ It gave 

• The national vanity of the French, and pride and preju^ce 
of the English, are proverbial ; it is, however, fortunate for both 
that they carry these qualities to such an excess, that it is a matter 
of extreme difficulty to shake the good opinion which they en- 
tertain of themselves. Thus, foreigners may visit England, as 
Frenchmen have done, and swear that the sun never shines there^ 
and that the only ripe fruit the country affords, is roasted apples. 
John Bull, nothing wrath, wraps himself still closer in his own 
dear self-approval, and in the plenitude of self-content, drinks 
his brown stout, and basks by gas-light. On his part, he g^es 
pver to Paris, votes the whole heau pays de France horrible, be- 
cause he canH get port wine to drink, or boiled potatoes to eat, 
in spite of which Monsieur does not attempt to turn him out of 
his country, but eats his ragouts, and drinks his chably, an4 
shrugs his shoulders at the savage islander, from the seventh hea- 
ven of self-satisfaction. It were much to be desired that Ameri- 
cans had a little mtjre national vanity, or national pride. Such an 
unhappily sensitive community surely never existed in this world ; 
and the vengeance with which they visit people for saying they 
don't admire or like them, would be really terrible if the said 
people were but as mortally afrsdd of abuse as they seem to be, 
I would not advise either Mrs. TroUope, Basil Hall, or Captain 
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ime at the time, however, a dreadful 8ide-ache» and nenrouf 
cough. I went to the theatre, dressed, and came on the 
stage in the full expectation of being hissed off it, whidi 
is a pleasant sensation, very, and made my heart fiiU of 
hittemess to think I should stand, — as no woman ought 
to stand, — the mark of public insult. However, no siieh 
thing occurred, — ^I went on and came off without any sneh 
trial of my courage ; but I had been so much annoyed, and 
was still so indignant, that I passed the intervals between 
my scenes in crying, — which, of course, added greatly to 
the mirth and spirit of my performance of Beatrice, In 

the middle of the play, Mr. , and Captain — came 

behind the scenes, and then, indeed, I was quite glad to 
see Englishmen ; though their compassionate 8ym{>athie8 
for my wrongs, and tender fears lest I should catch cold 
behind those horrid scenes, very nearly set me off crying 
again. A soft word, when one is in deep commiseration 
of oneself, is very apt to open the flood-gates, but I was 

Hamilton ever to set their feet upon this gpvund again, utdest 
they are ambitious of being stoned to death. I live myself in 
daily expectation of martyrdom : and as for any body attempting 
to earn a livelihood here who has but as much as said he prefers 
the country where he was bom to this, he would stand a much 
better chance of thriving if he were to begin business after con- 
finement in the penitentiary. This unhappy species of irritabilitj 
is carried to such a degree here, that if you express an unfi^ 
vourable opinion of anything, the people are absolutely asto- 
nished at your temerity. I remember* to my no little amusement^ 
a lady saying to me once, *' I hear you are going to abuse us 
dreadfully ; of course, you'll wut till you go back to England, 
and then shower it down upon us finely." I assured her I wa« 
not in the least afraid of staying where I was, and saying what I 
thought at the same time. , 
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ashamed to cry before them, so tried to keep my heart- 
swellings down* When the play was over, came home. 

Mr. came and supped with us. By the bye, he 

called this morning before I went out riding, and ex- 
pressed many sorrows at our departure. He is a clever 
and extremely well-informed man, and I like him very 
much. When he was gone, sat talking over the af- 
fair. My father was in a greater passion than I think I 
ever saw him before. I am sure I would not have war- 
ranted one of that worthy young gentleman^s bones, if he 
had fallen in with him. I am very glad he did not ; for, 
to knock a man down, even though he does deserve it, is 
a serious matter rather. 



IVednesdayt SOtlii, ) 

Pliiladelpliia« \ 

Afler breakfast practised for an hour: wrote journal. 
Mr. , the wild- eyed, flowing-haired, white-waist- 
coated, velvet'CoUared, called upon me. He 

sat some time asking me questions ; but, since the 

aflfair, I have grown rather afraid of opening my mouth, 
and he had the conversation chiefly to himself. Finished 
journal ; dined at half past three : after dinner went and 

sat with Mrs. . One Mr. , a Boston man who 

was at Mrs. 's ball last night, was in her room. I 

was introduced to him, and he spoke of the 's. * 



Sat with them till coflee-time. Went to the theatre at 
half past Ave. It poured with rain, in spite of which the 

9* 
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house was very good: the play was Fazio. When I 
icame on in my fine dress, at the beginning of the aeooiid 
act, the people hailed me with such a tremendous burst of 
^plause, and prolonged it so much, that I was greatly 
puzzled to imagine what on earth possessed them. I 
concluded they were pleased with my dress, but could 
not help being rather amused at their vehement and con- 
tinued clapping, considering they had seen it sevi^ral times 
before. However, they ceased at last, and I thought no 
more about it. Towards the time for the beginning of the 
third act, which opens with my being discovered waiting 
for Fazio's return, as I was sitting in my dressing-room 
working, D suddenly exclaimed, ** Hark !— what is 

that?" -»— opened the door, and we heard a tremen* 
dous noise of shouts and of applause. " They are wait- 
ing for you, certainly," said D She ran out, and 
returned, saying, *' the stage is certainly waiting for you, 
Fanny, for the curtain is up." I rushed out of the room, 
but on opening the door leading to the stage, I distinctly 
heard my father's voice addressing the audience. I turned 
sick with a sort of indefinite apprehension, and on inquiry 
found that at the beginning of the play a number of hand- 
bills had been thrown into the pit, professing to quote my 

conversation with Mr. at Washington, and calling 

upon the people to resent my conduct in the grossest and 
most vulgar terms. This precious document had, U 
seems, been brought round by somebody to my father, 
who immediately went on with it in his hand, and as* 
sured the audience that the whole thing was a falsehood. 
I scarce heard what he said, though I stood at the side 
scene : I was crying dreadfully with fright and indigmh 
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tion* How I wished I was a caterpillar under a green 
gooseberry-bush f « * * * « 

# # # # # # 

Oh, how I did wince to think of going on again after this 
scene, though the feeling of the audience was most evi- 
dent ; for all the applause I had fancied they bestowed 
upon my dress, was, in fact, an unsolicited testimony of 
their disbelief in the accusation brought against me. They 
received my father's words with acclamations ; and when 
the curtain drew up, and I was discovered, the pit rose 
and waved their hats, and the applause was tremendous. 
I was crying dreadfully, and could hardly speak ; how- 
ever, I mastered myself and went on with my part, — 
though, what with the dreadful exertion that it is in itself, 
and the painful excitement I had just undergone, I thought 
I should have fainted before I got through with it. * 

W tN^ tP tN^ ^ 7p 

Saturday, FelMmary 2d* 

After breakfast called to see how I did after my 

walk : he sat for some time. At twelve went out paying 
bills and calls ; bought a German eolina ; sat some time 
with old Mrs, — , and spent a delightful hour with Mr. 
■ and his family. He is a most agreeable person^ but 
he thinks too well of acting. Came home ; dined at 

three ; Mr. and Mrs. dined with us. After dinner 

went into her room, and remained there till time to go to 

the theatre. Young and Dr. — — - came in. The 

play was the Gamester: it was my benefit, and I am 
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afraid the good folks \vho addressed that amiable placard 
to the public will have been rather ill satisfied with their 
suggestion about my benefit. The house was literally 
crammed, in consequence of that very circumstance,— 
crammed is the word. When the curtain drew up,, they 
applauded me without end> and I courtesied as profoundly 
as I was able ; indeed, I am extremely obliged to this same 
excellent public, for they have testified most satisfactorily 
every way, the kindest feeling possible for me, and the 
most entire faith in my good behaviour. I did not play 
well, my voice was so dreadfully affected by my cough. 

Monday^ 4th* 

Dined at three. After dinner Mrs. came into our 

room, where I sang and played till time to go to the thea- 
tre. The play was the Merchant of Venice, and Kathar 
rine and Petruchio for the farce ;-^my father's benefit ! 
the house was crammed from floor to ceiling as full as it 
could hold : so much for the success of the hand-bills. 
Indeed, as somebody suggested, I think if we could find 
the author of that placard out, we are bound to give him 
a handsome reward, for he certainly has given us two of 
the finest benefits that ever were seen. I heard that a 
man said the other day that he should not be surprised if 
my father had got the whole of this up himself. Oh, 
day and night ! that such thoughts should come into any 
human being's head."^ At the end, the people shouted 

• I have been assured, I know not how truly, that the whole 
of this affair originated with an EngUahman. This piece of in- 
formation was given me by a person who sjud he knew such to 
be the fact, and also knew the man. 
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and shrieked for us. He went on, and made them a 
speech, and{ went on and made them a courtesy ; and cer- 
tainly they do deserve the civillest of speeches, and lowest 
of courtesies from us, for they have behaved most kindly 
and courteously to us, and for mine own good part, I love 
the whole city of Philadelphia from this time forth, for 
ever more.* Mr. — came round to the stage door to 

* It may not be amiss here to say one word with regard to the 
gratitude which audiences in some parts of the world clum from 
actors, and about which I have lately heard a most alarming out- 
cry. Do actors generally exercise their profession to please 
themselves and gratify their own especial delight in self-exhibi- 
tion ? Is that profession in its highest walks one of small ph3rn- 
cal exertion and fatigue, (I say nothing of mental exertion) and 
in its lower paths is it one of much gain, glory, or ease ? Do 
audiences, on the other hand, use to come in crowds to play- 
houses to see indifferent performers ? and when there do they 
oat of pure charity and good-will, bestow their applause as well 
as their money upon tiresome performances^ — I will (inswer these 
points as far as regards myself, and therein express the gratitude 
which I feel towards the frequenters of theatres. I individually 
disliked ray profession, and had neither pride nor pleasure in the 
exerdse of it. I exercised it as a matter of necessity, to earn my 
bread,-*4ind verily it was in the sweat of my brow. The parts 
which fell to my lot were cf a most laborious nature, and occa- 
fioned sometimes violent mental excitement, always immense 
physical exertion, and sometimes both. In those humbler walks 
of my profession, from whose wearisomeness I was exempted by 
my sudden favour with the public, I have seen, though not 
known, the most painful drudgery, — the most constant fatigue,— 
the most sad contrast between real cares and feigned merriments* 
— 4he most anxious penurious and laborious e^stence imag^inable. 
For the part of my questions which reg^arded the audiences^ I 
have only to say, that I never knew, saw, heard or read of any 
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bid us good-night ; and as we drove off, a whole parcel of 

r 

folk who had gathered round the door to sde us depart, 

set of people who went to a play-house to see what they did not 
like ; this being the case it never occurred to me that our houses 
were full but as a necessary consequence of our own attraction, 
or that we were applauded, but as the result of our own exertions. 
I was glad the houses were full, because I was earning my livefi* 
hood, and wanted the money ; and I was glad the people ap- 
plauded us, because it is pleasant to please, and human vanity will 
find some sweetness in praise, even when reason weighs its worth 
^most justly. Thus I cannot say that in general I had any great 
gratitude towards my audiences. Once or twice, however, that 
feeling was excited between roe and my witnesses, and the cir- 
cumstance of which I have spoken in my journal, was one of the 
instances. But this was a different matter altogether. I was no 
longer before an au(Uence labouring for their approbation as an 
actress. I was dragged before so many judges in my own per- 
son, to answer for words spoken in private conversation. The 
same clapping of hands with which they rewarded my exertions 
in my profession, was the only method by which they could inti- 
mate the " not guilty," which was their judgment upon the ap- 
peal that had been made to them agsdnst me ; but with this dif- 
ference, that I never felt obliged to them, or grateful for thdr 
applause before, and did feel obliged and grateful for their ver- 
dict then. Now, as regards the benefit-nights of actors, I do 
not observe that even on these occasions much gratitude is 
owing to the people who attend them ; for I know, and so does 
every member of the profession, that the oldest and best actor 
on any stage, — ^the one who for a series of years has appeared 
before audiences to whom his private respectability and worth 
were well known, — the longest established favourite of the pub- 
lic, (as they are termed, ) will assuredly have empty houses on 
his benefit-nights, if, trusting to the feeling of that public, to 
whom he owes so much gratitude, he failed to secure the as- 
sistance of whatever star, (tragedian, pantomimist, or dancing 
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set Up a universal hurrah ! How strange a thing it is, 
that popular shout. After all, Pitt or Canning could get 
DO more for the finest oratory that human lips ever ut- 
tered, or the wisest policy that human brain ever devised. 
Sometimes they got the reverse ; but then the hereafter — 
there's the rub! Praise is so sweet to me that I would 
have it lasting : above all, I would wish to feel that I de- 
served it. I must do so if I am to value it a straw ; and 
acting, even the best that ever was seen, is, to my mind, 
but a poor claim to approbation. I think the applause of 
an audience in a play-house should be reckoned with the 

dog, it matters not which,) happens to be the newest object of 
attraction. I speak all this more particularly as regards this 
country ; for it is here that I have heard most of this species of 
cant. Gratitude is a good word and an exceUent thing*, and 
neither in speaking or acting should it be misapplied. In the 
aristocratical lands over the water, this nonsense about patronage 
might surprise one less ; but in America it seems strange there 
should be any mistake about a simple matter of traffic — 'tis 
nothing in life else. We give our health, our strength, our lei- 
sure, and our pleasure, for yoiu: money, and your applause, 
neither of which do we beg or borrow from you. This being the 
case, where lies the obligation, and where the gratitude ? As to 
the pretty speeches which actors make when called from behind 
the curtain, they always appeared to me very much of the same 
order as advertisements in newspapers — A. D. returns his grate- 
ful acknowledgments to the public for their liberal support, etc., 
etc. That calling performers on after a play is a foreign, not an 
English custom, and, to my mind, one more honoured in the 
breach', than in the observance. Extraordinary occasions might 
warrant extraordinary demonstrations ; but it is a pity to make 
that a common ceremony, which, rarely granted, would be a 
gratifying testimony of feeling, and excite rational gratitude in 
those on whom it was conferred. 
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friendly and favourable opinions of a good«natured tipsy 

man, — tis given under excitement. Oh Lord I how ua- 
satisfactory all things are. 



"New Torlu 



\ 



After dinner came in. He sat himself down, and 

presently was overhead in reminiscences. His account 
of Tom Paine's escape from the Conciergerie, on the eve 
of being guillotined, was extremely interesting. His own 
introduction to, and subsequent acquaintance with that 
worthy, was equally so, and his summing up was highly 
characteristic. *' I tell ye, madam, the saving of that 
man's life was an especial providence, that he might come 
over to this country, where his works have done so much 
harm, and might have done so much more, and just ex- 
emplify the result of his own principles put into practice 
in his own person, and show that the glorious light of 
reason, and the noble natural gifts of man^ of which he 
preached so much, would neither prevent a man's becom- 
ing a drunkard and a spendthrift, nor a debased, degraded 
being. If Paine had been guillotined, madam, he would 
have been a martyr, and his works would have had ten 
times the power of evil they had before. But he lived to 
be a miserable, low unthrifty and sot, and died neglected 
and despised by all reputable and respectable individuals, 
and I say again, it was a manifest providence that he did 
so." We left the gentlemen to their wine for a short 

time, but were presently summoned back. had 

gone to the theatre. began his history to me, and 

it was, word for word, a repetition of Gait's book, except 
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that occasionally it was more touching. The pity of all 
this is, the man's own consciousness that he is a lion. 
His vanity is almost as amusing as his recollections are 
curious and interesting ; and though the tears were in my 
eyes several times while he described the blessed time he 
lived with his sweet Phebe, yet at others, I could scarce 
help exclaiming, in the words of his own countryman, 
•* heigh, cretur, cretur ! thou hast unco plause o' thyseP !" 
He ended his narrative with a eulogy of women that 
would have warmed the heart of a stone ; and to my utter 
surprise, addressed Mr. with, ** Out upon ye, bache- 
lors, all ! ye throw away your lives, and your life's hap- 
piness !" This last attack of 's seemed too much for 

Mr. — — ; and, as I turned to him with the tears in my 
eyes, to desire he would not laugh, which he was doing 
very heartily, he said he couldn't stand it any longer, and 

went away apparently more amused than edified by 's 

appeal., 

Tlmrsday, 14t]i« 

St. Valentine's day ! I wish all these pretty, golden 
days, which, like the flowers .in the sun-dial of Linnaeus, 
were wont so gaily to mark the flight of time, were not 
becoming so dim in our calendars ; I wish St. Valentine's 
day, and May morning, and Christmas day, and New 
Year's day, were not putting ofl" their holiday suits to 
wear the work-day russet of their drudging fellows ; I 
wish we were not making all things, of all sorts, so com- 
pletely of a neutral tint. » » » * 

VOL. II. 10 
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I wouldn't be in the Reform Parliament of Englan 

ten thousand pounds ! , and , the bruisei 

the bankrupt ! Oh, shame, England, shame !» 
England ! 

A RHAPSODY. 

Wlute lady, sitting on the sea. 
Tell to me, oh, tell to me. 
How long shall thy reigning be. 
White lady, sitting on the sea ? 

Long as the oak with which I'm crown'd 
Shall bear one leaf above the ground. 
Round which the crawling ivy's grasp 
Its cursed tendrils does not clasp ; 
Long as one foot renuuns to stand 
Firm on its own ancestral land ; 
Or one true man be left to claim 
The burden of a noble name ; 
Long as one Gothic shrine shall rise 
With 'scutcheon'd tomb, and banner'd stall. 
Or the blest glances of the skies. 
Through storied casements dimly fidl ; 
Long as one heart shaU beat to hear 
Legends of the old, valiant time ; 
Long as the sabbath wind shall bear 
The music of one haunting chime. 

White lady, fitting on the sea, 
TeU to me, oh, tell to me. 
When shall thy downfalling be, 
White lady, dtting on the sea? 

When the lole kennel mud is thrown 
Upon the ermine of the king, 
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And the old worships are cast down 
Before a rabble's triumphing ; 

When toothless is young again 

To do the mischief he but dreams, 

And little shall make more plain 

The gx)od that glitters through lus schemes ; 
When the steam engine of the north 
Leaves making essays and wry faces ; 
And patriot Whigs forget the worth 
Of pensions, power, pride, and places; 
When, on the spot where Burke and Pitt 
Eam'd their high immortality, 
Boxers and bankrupts boldly sit. 
Then, then shall my downfalling be. 

Mondayf IStlu 

er breakfast went to rehearsal ; came home and stitched 
my Frangoise de Foix head-dress. My father is ex- 
nely unwell ; I scarce think he will be able to got 
3Ugh this part to-night. After dinner practised, and 
d a Canto in^ Dante. It pleases me when I refer to 
igioli's notes, to find that the very lines Alficri has 
ed, are those under which I Have drawn my emphatic 
icii marks. At half past five went to the theatre. The 
y was Macbeth, for my benefit : the house was very 
, and I played i|ery ill. My father was dreadfully ex- 
isted by his work. I had an interesting discussion 

h Mr. about the costume and acting of the witches 

this awful play. I should like to see them acted and 
ssed a little more like what they should be, than they 
lerally are. It has been always customary, — heaven 
y knows why, — to make low comedians act the witches, 
I to dress them like old fish-women. Instead of the 
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wild unearthly appearance which Banqno describes, and 
which belongs to their most terrible and grotesquely poeti- 
cal existence and surroundings, we have three jolly-faced 
fellows, — whom we are accustomed to laugh at, night after 
night, in every farce on the stage,— with as due a propor- 
tion of petticoats as any woman, letting alone witch, might 
desire, jocose red faces, peaked hats, and broomsticks, 
which last addition alone makes their costume different 
from that of Moll Flagon. If I had the casting of Macbeth, 
I would give the witches to the first melo-dramatic actors 
on the stage, — such men as T. P. Cooke, and O. Smith, 
who understand all that belongs to picturesque devilry to 
perfection, — and give them such dresses, as, without ceas- 
ing to be grotesque, should be a little more fanciful, and 
less ridiculous than the established livery ; something that 
would accord a little better with the blasted heath, the 
dark, fungus-grown wood, the desolate, misty hill-side, 
and the flickering light of the cauldron cave.t * * 



* 



t I would recommend Retsch's etchings of Macbeth to the 
study of all representatives of the witches : there is great sub- 
limity and fearHUness in their figures and attitudes. By the bye^ 
in looking over those unique etchings, (I mean till those he has 
executed,) the colossal genius of Shakspeare is brought more 
fully in its vastness to our conviction ; for the genius of the artist, 
— which has fallen no w^it behind the first work of one of the 
first men of this age, — sinks in utter impotence under the task of 
illustrating Shakspeare. The wonder, and the beauty, and the 
pity of Faust, are as strong and true in the outlines of Retsch, u 
in the words of Goethe — ^the drawings equal tlie poem 5 *tis the 
highest praise they can deceive : and it is only when we turn from 
these perfect works, to contemplate his outlines of Shakspeare, 
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Wednesday^ 9<Hlu 



After breakfast and Mr. came. gave me 

the words and tune of a bewitching old English ballad. 

Mr. called and sat some time with me : I like him 

mainly,— he's very pleasant and clever. That handsome 

creature, Mme. , called with her daughter and her 

son-in-law. Mr. > , and dined with us. After 

dinner came to my own room, sang over — -'s ballad, 
and amused myself with writing one of my own. At half 
past five took coffee, and off to the theatre. The house 
was very full ; play, the Stranger : I didn't play well : Fd 
a gown on that did not fit me, to which species of acci- 
dent our art is marvellously subservient ; for a tight arm- 
hole shall mar the grandest passage in Queen Constance, 
and too long or too short a skirt keep one's heart cold in 
the balcony scene in Juliet. Came homei ; supped ; 
finished marking the Winter's Tale. What a dense fool 
that fat old Johnson must have been in matters of poetry ! 
his notes upon Shakspeare make one swear, and his sum- 
ming up of the Winter's Tale is worthy of a newspaper 
critic of the present day, — in spirit, I mean, not language ; 
Dr. Johnson always wrote good English. — What dry, and 
sapless, and dusty earth his soul must have been made of> 

that we feel, by the force of comparison, how unutterably be- 
yond all other conceptions are those of Shakspeare. Retsch^ 
etchings, both of Hamlet and Macbeth, are, compared with his 
German illustrations, failures. Hamlet is the better of the two ; 
but he seems to have quailed under the other in utter inability — 
Macbeth himself falls far short of all that he should be made to 
express ; and as to Lady Macbeth, Retsch seems to have thought 
he had better not meddle with her. 

10* 
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poor f^t man ! After all, 'tis even a greater misfortune 
than fault to be so incapable of beauty. * * 

* # # # * »N 

BALLAD. 

The Lord's son stood at the clear spring head„ 

The May on the other side, 
" And stretch me your lily hand," he ssud, 

" For I must mount and ride. 

" And waft me a kiss across the brook. 

And a curl of your yellow hair ; 
Gome summer or winter, I ne'er shall look 

Again on your eyes so fair. 

*< Bring me my coal-black steed, my squire. 

Bring Fleetfoot forth !" he cried ; 
<« For three score miles he must not tire, 

To bear me to my bride. 

** His foot must be swifl, though my heart be slow i 

He carries me towards my sorrow ; 
To the Earl's proud daughter I made my vow. 

And I must wed her to-morrow." 

The Lord's son stood at the altar stone, — 

The Earl's proud daughter near : 
••And what is that ring you have gotten on. 

That you kiss so oft and so dear ? 

" Is it a ring of the yellow gold. 
Or something more precious and bright ? — 

Give me that ring in my hand to hold. 
Or I plight ye no troth to-iught." 
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** It is not a ring of the yellow gold. 

But something more precious and bright; 
But never shall hand, save my hand, hold 

This ring by day or night." 

" And now I am your wedded wife, 

Give me the ring, I pray." — 
** You may take my lands, you may take my life. 

But never this ring away.'* 



They sat at the board ; and the lady bride 

Red wine in a goblet pour'd ; 
"And pledge me a health, sweet sir,'* slie cried, 

** My husband and my lord." 

The cup to his lips he had scarcely press*d. 
When he gaping drew his breath. 

His head sank down on his heaving breast, 
And he said, ^ It is death ! it is death ! — 

" Oh, bury me under the gay green shaw 
By the brook, 'neath the heathery sod. 

Where last her blessed eyes I saw. 
Where her blessed feet last trod !** 



I 



Saturdajr, )33d* 

We came home at two. > and the horses were wait- 

ing for me : we mounted and rode down to the Hoboken 
feny, where we crossed. The day was like an early day 
in spring in England ; a day when the almond trees would 
all have been in flower, the hawthorn hedges putting forth 
their tender green and brown shoots, and the primroses 
gemming the mossy roots of the trees by the waters 
courses. The spring is backwarder here a good deal than 
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with us : to be sure, it is sudden compared with ours, — 
as my poetizing friend hath it-— 

"'Not with slow steps, in smiles, in tears advancing^ 
But with a bound, like Indian girls in dancing." 

I do not like this : I like to linger ^over the sweet hourly 
and daily fulfilment of hope, which the slow progress of 
vegetation in my own dear country allows one full enjoy- 
ment of; to watch the leaf from the bark, the blossom 
from the bud ; the delicate, pale-white, peeping heads of 
the hawthorn, to the fragrant, snowy, delicious flush of 
flowering ; the downy green clusters of small round buds 
on the apple trees, to the exquisite, rosy-tinted clouds of 
soft blossoms waving against an evening sky. The melted 
snow had made the roads all but impassable ; however, 
the day was delightfully mild and sunny, and therefore 
we did not get chilled by the very temperate rate at which 
we were obliged to proceed. We turned ofl* to look at 
the Turtle Pavilion, and pursuing the water's edge, got 
up upon a species of high dyke between some marshes 
that open into the river. Our path, however, was pre- 
sently intercepted by a stile, and as the horses were not 
quite of the sort one could have risked a leap with, — - 
got ofl* and endeavoured to lead his charger round the 
edge of the steep bank, but the brute refused that road, 
and we were forced to turn back ; and after floundering 
about over some of the roughest, worst ground imaginable^ 
we e'en went out of the Hoboken domain at the gate 
where we entered, and pursued that beautiful road over-^ 
looking the Hudson, under that fine range of clifls which 
are the $rst idea, as it were, of the Palisadoes. We took 
the lower road down into the glen below Weehawk. The> 
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sun shone glorioasly : the little fairy stream that owns 
this narrow glade, was singing and dancing along its beau- 
tiful domain with a sweet, gleesome voice, and a succes- 
sion of little sparkling breaks and eddies that looked like 
laughter. We left the muddy road, and turned our horses 
into the stream, but its bed was very stony and uneven, 
and we were obliged to turn out of it again. We rode 
like very impudent persons up to the house on the height. 
The house itself is too unsheltered for comfort either in 
summer or winter, but the view from its site is beautiful, 
and we had it in perfection to-day. Standing at an eleva- 
tion o( more than a hundred feet from the river, we looked 
down its magnificent, broad, silvery avenue, to the nar- 
rows-r-thai rocky gate that opens towards my home. 
New York lay bright and distinct on the opposite shore, 
glittering like a heap of toys in the sunny distance ; the 
water towards Sandy Hook was studded with sails, and 
far up on the other side the river rolled away among 
shores that, even in this wintry time of bare trees and 
barren earth, looked gay and lovely in the sunshine. We 
turned down again, but after crossing the bridge over the 
pretty brook, we took an upper path to the right, and 
riding through some leafless, warm, sunny woodlands, 
joined the road that leads to the Weehawken height, and 
so returned to New York. On our way, discussing the 
difference between religion as felt by men and women, 
— 7— agreed with me, that hardly one man out of five 
thousand held any distinct and definite religious belief. 
He said that religion was a sentiment, and that as regarded 
all creeds, there was no midway with them ; that entire 
faith, or utter disbelief were the only alternatives, for that 
displacing one jot of any of them made the whole totter. 
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— which last is, in some measare, true, but I do not think 
it is true that religion is only a sentiment. There are 
many reasons why women are more religious than men. 
Our minds are not generally naturaUy analytical— our edu- 
cations tend to render them still less so: 'tis seldom in a 
woman's desire, (because seldom in her capacity,) to in« 
vestigate the abstract bearings of any metaphysical subject 
Our imaginations are exceedingly sensitive, our subser- 
vience to early impressions, and exterior forms, propor- 
tionate ; and our habits of thought, little enlarged by ex- 
perience, observation, or proper culture, render us utterly 
incapable of almost any Ibgical train of reasonings. With 
us, I think therefore, faith is the only secure hold ; for 
disbelief acting upon mental constructions so faulty and 
weak, would probably engender insanity, or a thousand 
species of vagiie, wild, and mischievous enthusiasms.* I 

* I wonder how long it will be before men begin to consider 
the rational education of the mothers of their children a matter 
of som6 little moment. How much longer are we to lead eust- 
ences burdensome to ourselves and useless to others, under the 
influence of every species of ill training that can be imagijied ? 
How much longer are the physical evils under which our nature 
labours, to be increased by effeminate, slothful, careless, unwhole- 
some habits ? How much longer are our minds, naturally weak- 
ened by the action of a highly sensitive nervous construction, to 
be abandoned, or rather devoted to studies the least likely to 
strengthen and ennoble them, and render them independent, in 
some measure, of the infirmities of our bodies? How much longer 
are our imaginations and feelings to be the only portions of our 
spiritual nature on which culture is bestowed ? ' Surely it were 
generous in those who are our earthly disposers, to do something 
to raise us from the state of half-improvement in which we are 
suffered to linger. If our capacities are inferior to those of mea^ 
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believe, too, that women are more religious than men, 
because they have warmer and deeper affections. There 
is nothing surely on earth that can satisfy and utterly fulfil 
the capacity for loving which exists in every woman's 
nature* Even when her situation in life is such as to 
call forth and constantly keep in exercise the best afiec- 
tions of her heart, as a wife, and a mother, it still seems 
to me as if more would be wanting to fill the measure of 
yearning tenderness, which, like an eternal fountain, 
gushes up in every woman's heart ; therefore I think it is 
that we turn, in the plenitude of our afiections, to' that be- 
lief which is a religion of love, and where the broadest 
channel is open to receive the devotedness, the clinging, 
the confiding trustfulness, which are idolatry when spent 
upon creatures like ourselves, but become a holy worship 
when offered to heaven.* Nor is it only from the abun- 
dance and overflowing of our affections that we are de- 
vout ; 'tis not only from our capacity of loving, but also 
from our capacity of suffering that our piety springs. 
Woman's physical existence, compared with that of man, 
is one of incessant endurance. This in itself begets a 
necessity for patience, a seeking after strength, a holding 

— ^which I believe, as much as I believe our bodies to be inferior 
to theirs in strength, swiftness, and endurance, — let us not be 
overwhelmed with all the additional shackles that foolish and vun 
brin^g up can add ; let us at least be made as strong in body 
and as wise in mind as we can, instead of being devoted to spi- 
ritual, mental, and physical weakness, far beyond that which we 
inherit from nature. 

* Was it not Mme. de S^vign^ who said with such truth and 
bitter satire, " Mme. de — — - s'est jet^ dans la devotion, c'est a 
dire elle a change d'amant." 
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forth of the hands for support ; thus, the fragile frame, the 
loving heart, and the ignorant mind» are in us sources of 
religious faith. But it oflen happens that those afiectioDS, 
so strong, so deep, so making up the sum and substance 
of female existence, instead of being happily employed, as 
I have supposed above, are converted into springs of acute 
suffering. These wells of feeling hidden in the soul, 
upon whose surface the slightest smile of affection falls 
like sunlight, but whose veiy depths are stirred by the 
breath of unkindness, are too often unvisited by the kindly 
influence of kindred sympathies, and go wearing their 
own channels deeper, in silence and in secrecy, and in 
infinite bitterness, — undermining health, happiness, the 
joy of life, and making existence one succession of bur- 
den-bearing days, and toilsome, aching, heavy hours. It 
is in this species of blight, which falls upon many women, 
that any religious faith becomes a refuge and a consda- 
tion, more especially that merciful and compassionate 
faith whose words are, " Come unto me, all ye that la- 
bour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." To 
that rest betakes itself the wearied spirit, the wounded 
heart ; and it becomes a blessing beyond all other bless- 
ings; a source of patience, of fortitude, of hope, of strength, 
of endurance ; a shelter in the scorching land, — a spring 
of water in the wilderness. * * * * 



Satnrdajr, April Idtlu 

At a quarter after four drove down to the boat. — - 
waiting to see us off, and — — presently made his ap- 
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pearance to see us on. Owing to the yesterday's boat not 
having sailed, it was crowded to-day^ and freighted most 
heavily, so as to draw an unusual quantity of water, and 
proceed at a much slower rate than common. At a few 
minutes after five the huge brazen bell on deck began to 
toll ; the mingled crowd jostled, and pushed, and rolled 
about; the loiterers on shore rushed on board ; the bid- 
ders-farewell on board rushed on shore; D and I 

took a quiet, sunny stand away from all the confusion, 
and watched, from our floating palace. New York glide 
away like a glittering dream from before us. A floating 
palace indeed it was, in size and in magnificence : I never 
saw anything to compare with the beauty, and comfort, 
and largeness of all its accommodations. Our Scotch 
steam-boat, the United Kingdom, is a cockboat to it, and 
even the splendid Hudson boat, the North America, is far 
inferior to it in every respect, except, I believe, swiftness, 
— but then these Boston boats have sometimes very heavy 
sea to go through.* Besides the ladies' cabin, this boat is 

* The cleanHness of the table furniture, and the neatness of the 
attendants, is one of the most essential comforts of these boats. 
The linen, and knives and forks, etc., at our meals, were remark-' 
ably clean and bright. On more than one occasion, too, being 
rather late for the public breakfast, we have been indulged with 
a small separate table in the quiet recess at the end of the g^eat 
eating and sleeping cabin, — a favour only to be appreciated by 
people unaccustomed to any ordinaries, much less steam-boat din- 
ner-tables with sometimes near two hundred guests. On board 
all the other boats, the only alternative is to have what you eat 
brought to you into the ladies* cabin. To those who have once 
breathed the atmosphere of a " ladies* cabin," it will be difficult 
to imagine how such an alternative should not be productive of 
an amazing saving of the boafs providons. 
VOL. n* 11 
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furnished with half at dozen state-rooms, taken from the 
upper deck, — an inexpressible luxury. Into one of these 
our night-bags were conveyed, and we returned to the 
deck to watch the sun down. A strong and piercing wind 
blew over the waters, and almost cut me in half as I stood 
watching the shores, which I did not wish to lose by 
going in. However, I might have done so, and lost but 
little ; for after passing Hell-gate, where the rocks in th^ 
river and the banks have rather a picturesque appearance, 
there was neither form nor comeliness in the flat, weari- 
some land to either side ; and the only objects which de- 
tained me on deck were the bright blue waters themselves, 
all shining in the sunset, and those lovely little boats, with 
one mast and two glittering sails, scudding past us like 
fairy craft upon the burnished waves. At about eight we 
were summoned down to tea, which/ was a compound 
meal of tea and supper. The company was so numerous 
that they were obliged to lay the table twice. We waited 
till the crowd had devoured their feed, and had ours in 
comparative peace and quiet. An excellent man, by name 
', an officer in the American army, made himself 
known to me, considering, as he afterwards told me, his 
commission to be a sufficient right of introduction to any 
body. He was a native of Boston, and was returning to 
it, after an absence o^ fourteen years, * * 



Sunday* 14t]i* 



The morning was beautifully bright and clear. While 
dressing heard the breakfast bell, and received sundry in* 
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tioiations to descend and eat ; however, I declined leaving 
my cabin until I had done dressing, whicli I achieved very 
comfortably at leisure, during which time the ship wea- 
thered Point Judith, where the Atlantic comes in to the 
shore between the termination of Long Island and the 
southern extremity of Rhode Island. The water is gene- 
rally rough here, and I had been prophesied an agreeable 
little fit of sea sickness ; but no such matter,-— we passed 
it very smoothly, and presently stopped at Newport, on 
Rhode Island, to leave and take up passengers. The 
wind was keen and bracing; the morning beautifully 
bright and sunny ; the blue waters, all curled and crisped 
under the arrow-like wind, broke into a thousand sapphire 
ridges tipped with silver foam, that drove away in spark- 
ling showers before the bitter breath of the north. We 
entered Providence river in a few moments, and steamed 
along between Rhode Island and the main land, until we 
reached Providence, a town on the shore of Rhode Island, 
where we were to leave the boat, and pursue our route by 

coach to Boston. I walked on deck with Captain 

for an hour after breakfast, breasting the wind, which al- 
most drove us back each time we turned up the deck 
towards the prow. After my walk went in, righted my 
hair, which the wind had dressed d la frantic, and came 
and sat in the sun with Brewster's book, — which I like 
mainly, — ^till we reached Providence. The boat was so 
heavily laden that she drew an enormous quantity of wa- 
ter, and was fairly aground once, as we were nearing the 
pier. When the crowd of passengers had ebbed away, 
and we had seen them pack themselves into their stages 
and drive off, we adjourned to our exclusive extra, which, 
to our great sorrow, could not take all our luggage after 
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all. The distance from Providence to Boston is forty 
miles ; but we were six hours and a half doing it over an 
excellent road. The weather was beautiful, but the coun- 
try still sad and wintry-looking. The spring is back- 
warder here than in New York by full three weeks : the 
trees were all bare and leafless, except the withered fo- 
liage of the black oaks, and the face of the country, with 
its monotonous rises, and brooks flowing through flat 
fields, reminded me of parts of Cumberland. Every now 
and then, however, we came to a little lakelet, or, as they 
call them here, pond, of the holiest, deepest dark-blue 
water, sparkling like a magic sapphire, against smooth, 
bright, golden, sandy shores, and screened by vivid 
thickets of cedar bushes. They were like little bits of 
fairy-land, and relieved the wearisomeness of the road. 
As we approached Boston, the country assumed a more 
cultivated aspect, — the houses in the road-side villages 
were remarkably neat, and pretty, and cottage-like,— the 
land was well farmed; and the careful cultivation, and 
stone walls, which perform the part of hedges here, toge- 
ther with the bleak look of the distances on each side, 
made me think of Scotland. We entered Boston through 
a long road with houses on each side, making one fancy 
one's self in the town long before one reaches it. We did 
not arrive until half past six. Went to my own room and 
dressed for dinner. When I came to the drawing-room, 

found the — — 's : dear was half crazy at seeing us 

again. After dinner came to my room with her, and 
righted all my clothes, and established myself; after tea 
returned to the same work, and at about half past ten came 
to bed. Here we are in a new place ! — how desolate and 
cheerless this constant changing of homes is : the scrip- 
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ture saith, '* There is no rest to the wicked ;" and truly, 
I never felt so convinced of my own wickedness as I have 
done since I have been in this country. 



Monday, 15tli« . 

Went, over to the theatre to rehesirse Fazio. Mr. — ., 
however, met us at the door, and assured me there was 
no necessity for my doing so till to-morrow. ■ came 

early to see me, and stayed all the morning. Mr. »— «- 
called this morning, — I was quite glad to see him, — and 
Mrs. — , whom I thought beautiful. Tried to finish 
letter to — , but was interrupted about ^ dozen times. 
At about half past four the horses came to the door. The 
afternoon was lovely, and the roads remarkably good : I 
had a fine, handsome, spirited horse, who pulled my hands 
to pieces for want of being properly curbed. We rode out 
to Cambridge, the University of Massachusetts, about three 
miles distant from Boston. The village round it, with its 
white cottages, and meeting roads, and the green lawns 
and trees round the college, reminded me of England. We 
rode on to a place called Mount Auburn, a burial-ground 
which the Bostonians take great pride in, and which is 
one of the lions of the place. The entrance is a fine, 
solid, granite gateway, in a species of Egyptian style, 
with this inscription engraved over it: ''Then shall the 
dust return to the earth as it was, and the spirit shall re- 
turn unto God, who gave it."* The whole place is at 

* My astonishment was unfeigned, when, upon an after inspeo- 
tion« I found this very lofty g^ateway was constructed of pcdnted 
wood. What, a cheat, a sham thing at the threshold of the grave! 
•^^urely, thereabouts pretences should have an end. Sham mag;- 

11* 
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present in an unfinished state, but its capabilities are very 
great, and, as far as it has progressed, they have been 
taken every advantage of. The enclosure is of conside- 
rable extent, — about one hundred acres, — and contains 
several high hills and deep ravines, in the bottom of which 
are dark, still, melancholy-looking meres. The whole is 
cut, with much skill and good taste, by roads for carriages, 
and small, narrow footpaths. The various avenues are 
distinguished by the names of trees, as. Linden walk, 
Pine walk. Beech walk ; and already two or three white 
monuments are seen glimmering palely through the woods, 
reminding one of the solemn use to which this ground is 
consecrated, which, for its beauty, might seem a pleasure- 
garden instead of a place of graves. Mr. delighted 

me very much : he told me he was looking for a plot of 
earth in this cemetery which he intended to dedicate to 
poor English people, who might come out here, and die 
without the means of being decently laid to rest We 
looked, with this view, at a patch of ground on the slope 
of a high hill, well shadowed over with trees, and de- 
scending to a great depth to a dark pond, shining in the 
hollow like an emerald. 'Twas sad and touching to gaze 
at that earth, with the thought that amidst strangers, and 
in a strange land, the pity of a fellow-countryman shonld 
here allot to his brethren a grave in the quiet and solemn 
beauty of this hallowed ground. Our time was limited; 

nifiQence„ too, is sa^ ; a^ iron railing, or a wooden paling, would, 
to my mind, have been a thousand times better than thu meek 
granUe, Let us hope that this b merely a temporary entrance, 
— tthere is real graiute enough to be had at Quincy ; and if the 
living can't afford it, why the dead vill never miss it»— «nd any- 
thing would be better than an imitation gatevay. 
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BOf after lingerisg for a short space aloiig the narrow path- 
ways that wind among the dwellings of the dead, we rode 
home. We reached Boston at a quarter to seven* My 

father and D were already gone to the theatre. I 

dressed, and went over myself immediately.. The play 
was begun : the house was not very full. The managers 
have committed the greatest piece of mismanagement ima- 
ginable, — they advertise my father alone in Hamlet to- 
night, and instead of making me play alone to-morrow 
night, and so securing our attraction singly before we act 
together, we are both to act to-morrow in Fazio> which 
circumstance, of course, kept the house thin to-night. My 
father's Hamlet is very beautiful. 'Tis envious, that when 
I see him act I have none of the absolute feeling of con- 
tempt for the profession that I have while acting myself. 
What he does ap.pears indeed like the work of an artist ; 
and though I always lament that he loves it as he does, 
and has devoted so much care and labour to it as he has, 
yet I certainly respect acting more while I am seeing him 
act, than at any other time* Yet surely, after all, acting 

* The spirit of man of its own dignity ennobles \rbatever it 
devotes itself to. The most trivial actions may become almost 
hermcal from the motive which prompts them, and the most ab- 
surd ceremonies of superstition sincerely practised, may excite 
pi^, but neither contempt nor ridicule. If such a thing as an 
enthufflastic shoemaker were to be met with, there is no doobt 
but his feeling of his craft would elevate it into something ap- 
proxunating an art, and his work would bear witness- to his vene- 
ration for it. At the time when the stage was in its highest per- 
fection, its members had all a g^eat love and admiration for their 
profissaon f many of them were men of education and mental ac- 
compUahment^ and brought to bear upon their labour all the i»- 
tellectusl stores which they possessed* They respected theiv 
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18 nonsense, and as I sit here opposite the church-yard, it 
seems to me strange to think that when I come down into 
that darkness, I shall have eaten bread during my life, 
earned by such means. The Ophelia was perfectly beau- 
tiful : I think I scarcely ever saw a more faultless piece of 
mortality in point of outward loveliness. The eyes and 
brow of an angel, serene and calm, yet bright and pierc- 
ing ; a mouth chiselled like a Grecian piece of sculpture, 
with an expression of infinite refinement ; fair round arms 
and hands, a beautifully moulded foot, and a figure that 
seemed to me perfectly proportioned. It did not perhaps 
convey to me the idea of such absolute loveliness as — 's 
figure did ; but altogether I think I never saw a fairer 
woman — it was delightful to look at her.^ The audience 
are, upon the whole, cold — very still and attentive, how- 
ever, and when they do warm it is certainly very eflfec- 

own work, and it was respectable ; they thought acting capable 
of elevation, of refinement, of utility, and their faith in it invested 
it with dignity. Of this class were all my father's family. One 
reason why the stage and everything belon^g to it, has fiinen 
to so low an ebb now, is because actors have ceased to care for 
their profession themselves, — ^they are no longer artists— -acting 
is no longer an art 

• Besides the advantage of possessing the very prettiest col- 
lection of actresses I ever saw, the theatre at Boston has decid- 
edly the best company I have played with any whenout of 
London. Some of the old leaven alluded to in the last note 
exists amongst the ladies and gentlemen of the Tremont theatie: 
they do not seem to despise their work, and it is, generally 
speaking, well done therefore. Our pieces were all remarkably 
well got up there ^ and tEe green-room i» both respectable and 
agreeable. * 
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tually, for they shout and hurrah like mad. * * 

* * * * 1* % 



Wednesday^ 17t]i« 

Somebody very civilly has sent me that beautiful book, 
Roger's Italy : it set me wild again with my old frenzy 

for the south of Europe. Wrote to ; after dinner 

practised for an hour ; at half past five off to the theatre. 
The house was crammed : the play, the Stranger. It is 
quite comical to see the people in the morning at the box 
office : our window is opposite to it, and 'tis a matter of 
the greatest amusement to me to watch them. They col- 
lect in crowds for upwards of an hour before the doors 
open, and when the bolts are withdrawn, there is a yelling 
and shouting as though the town were on fire. In they 
rush, thumping and pummelling one another, and not one 
comes out without rubbing his head, or his back, or show- 
ing a piteous rent in his clothes. I was surprised to see 
men of a very low order pressing foremost to obtain boxes, 
but I find that they sell them again at an enormous in- 
crease to others who have not been able to obtain any ; 
and the better to carry on their traffic, these worthies 
smear their clothes with molasses, and sugar, &;c., in 
order to prevent any person of more decent appearance, 
or whose clothes are worth a cent, from coming near the 
box office : this is ingenious, and deserves a reward. Our 
other window looks out upon a large church-yard, in the 
midst of which stands a cenotaph, erected by Franklin in 
honour of his father. Between the view of the play-house, 
and the vi^w of the burial-ground, my contemplations are 
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curiously tinged. This house, (the Tremont,) is admira- 
bly quiet and comfortable. 



After breakfast went to rehearsal, — the School for Scandal, 
— however, half the people weren't there, so the rehearsal 
was nought. Game home, and at half past eleven rode 
out ; the day was beautifully bright : we rode to a beauti- 
ful little mere, called Jamaica Pond, through some coun- 
try very like Scotland. We turned from the road into a 
gentleman's estate, and rode up a green rise into an en- 
closed field, which commanded an extensive view of the 
country below. But the spring tarries still, and though 
her smile is in the sky, the trees are leafless, and blos- 
somless, and wintry-looking still. We came in by a pretty 
village called Roxbury, about two miles and a half distant 
from Boston : here we stopped to get a nosegay for my 
Lady Teazle, at a very pretty green-house, kept by a m^ 
chanic, who has devoted his leisure hours to the pleasura- 
ble and profitable pursuits of gardening. We returned to 
town at about half past two. I ran into the drawings-room, 

and found sitting with my father. * • 

* » # ». # * 



Saturday, 90th* 



Walked up to the State House. The day was anything 
but agreeable; — a tremendous high wind, (easterly of 
course, — 'tis the only wind they have in Boston,) and a 
burning sun tempered only by clouds of dust, in whteb, 
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two.minutea^ the whole world, — at least, as much 
! could see of it, — was shrouded. On entering the 
»f the State House we confronted Chantry's statue of 
lington, which stands in a recess immediately oppo- 
he entrance. I saw that, how many years ago, ia 
udy at Pimlico! We proceeded Uo mount into the 
a, whence a very extensive view is obtained of the 
md its surroundings, — and a cruel height it was ! I 
1 it at full speed, like a wise woman, but before I 

the top was so out of breath, that I could hardly 
le at all : defend me from such altitudes ! — and after 
e day was hazy and not favourable for our purpose ; 
dnd came in through the windows qf the lanthorn 

1 tornado ; and as my father observed, after the exer- 
)f ascending, 'twas the very best place in the world 
atching one's death of cold. We came down as 
:ly as we could. At about twelve •we rode to Mount 
rn. The few davs of sunshine since we were last 
, have clothed the whole earth with delicate purple 
^hite blossoms, a little resembling the wood anemone, 
rowing close to the soil, and making one think of 
a with their pale purple colour : they have no fra- 
e whatever. We afterwards rode on to a beautiful 
lake called Fresh Pond, along whose margin we fol- 
i a pretty woody path : a high bank covered with 
-looking pines rose immediately on our right, and on 
ift the clear waters of the rippling lake came dancing 
i fro along the pebbly shore, which shone bright and 
n under their crystal folds. We stood with our hats 
) receive the soft wind upon our brows, and to listen 
) chiming of the water upon the beach, the most de« 
8 sound in all nature's orchiestra. We then tamed 
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the glorious Diana, a reclining figure of Cleopatra,— an 
exquisite thing, — the crouching Venus, and the lovely 
antique Cupid and Psyche. * * * * 



ft 



'Tis strange that feelings should pass from our hearts and 
minds as clouds pass from the face of heaven, as though 
they had never been there ; — yet not so, after all ; they 
do not pass so tracklessly, — they do leave faint shadows 
behind ; they leave a darker colour upon the face of all 
existence : sometimes they leave a sad conviction of 
wasted capabilities, and time, precious time, expended in 
vain. Yet not in vain : even though our feelings change, 
—pass, perhaps to our own consciousness — cease altoge- 
ther,— 'tis not in vain — ^life is going on — experience and 
solemn wisdom may come with the coming time ; and ex- 
istence is, after all, but a series of experiments upon our 
spiritual nature. Our trials vary with our years ; and 
though we deem, (too often rightly,) that suffering and 
disappointment are but barren thorns, whereon grows 
neither fruit nor flower, 'tis our sin that they are so, for 
they are designed to 1)ear an excellent harvest. *' Sweet 
are the uses of adversity ;" so he has said who knew all 
things, and so indeed to the wise they are. 

Tuesday, April 30th« 

We rode down to the " Chelsea Ferry," and crossed 
over the Charles river, where the shore opposite Boston 
bears the name of that refuge for damaged marine stores. 
The breath of the sea was delicious, as we crossed the 
water in one of the steam-boats constantly plyiug to and 
VOL. u. 12 
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fro, and on the other side, as we rode towards the beach, 
it came greeting us delightfully from the wide waters* 
When we started from Boston, the weather was intensely 
hot, and the day promised to be like the day before yes- 
terday, a small specimen of the <fbg-days. We had about 
a five miles' ride through some country that reminded me 
of Scotland : now and then the dreary landscape was re- 
lieved by the golden branches of a willow tree, and the 
delicate, pale peach blossoms, and tiny white buds in the 
apple orchards, peeping over some stone dyke, like a 
glance over the wall from the merry, laughing spring. So 
we reached Chelsea beach, a curving, flat, sandy shore, 
forming one side of a small bay which runs up between 
this land and a rocky peninsula that stretches far out into 
the ocean, called Nahant. At the extremity of the basin 
lay glimmering a while, sunny town, by name Zynn;— 
'tis quite absurd the starts and stares which the familiar 
names cause one for ever to make here. This small bay 
is beautifully smooth and peaceful, the shore is a shelving 
reach of hard, fine sand, nearly two miles long, and the 
wild waves are warded ofi* in their violence from it by the 
rocky barrier of Nahant. How happy I was to see the 
beautiful sea once more, — to be once more galloping over 
the golden sands, — to be once more wondering at and 
worshipping the grandeur and loveliness of this greatest of 
God's marvellous works. How I do love the sea ! — my 
very soul seems to gather energy, and life, and light, from 
its power, its vastness, its bold, bright beauty, its fresh, 
invigorating airs, its glorious, triumphant, rushing sound. 
The thin, thin rippling waves came like silver leaves 
spreading themselves over the glittering sand with just a 
little, sparkling, pearly edge, like the cream of a bright 
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glass of champagne. Close along the shore the water 
was of that pale, transparent green colour, that blends 
so delicately with the horizon, sometimes, at sunset ; but 
out beyond, towards the great d^ep, it wore that serene 
and holiest blue that surrounds one in mid-ocean, when 
the earth is nearly as far below as the heaven seems 
high above us. For a short time my spirits seemed like 
uncaged birds ; I rejoiced with all my might, — I could 
have shouted aloud for delight ; I galloped far along the 
sand, as close in to the water's restless edge as my horse 
would bear to go. But the excitement died away, and 
then came vividly back the time when last I stood upon 
the sea beach at Cramond, and lost myself in listening to 
that delicious sound of the chiming waters — I was many 
years younger then. * * * * 

###### 

The end of my ride was sadder than the beginning, for at 
first my senses alone took cognizance of what surrounded 
me, and afterwards my soul looked on it, and it grew 
dark. We rode two miles along the beach, and stopped 
at a little wooden hut, where, Mr. told me, sports- 
men, who come to shoot plover along the flats by the 
shore, resort to dress their dinners and refresh themselves. 
Here we dismounted : lay in the sun on the roof with the 
fresh, sweet, blessed breath of heaven fanning us. My 
horse thought proper to break his bridle and walk him- 
self off through the fields : they followed him with corn, 

and various inducements; and I, mean time, ran 

down to the water, collecting interesting relics, muscle 
shells, quartz, pebbles, and sea-weed ; finally we re- 
mounted and returned home. The weather bad changed 
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completely and become quite bleak and cold : the varia- 
tions of the climate in this place are terrible. As we rode 
down a pleasant lane towards the Salem road, we met a 
large crowd of country-people busily employed in raising 
the framework of a house. In this part of the country, 
the poorer class of people build their houses, or rather, 
the wooden frames of their houses, entirely before they 
set them up. When the skeleton is entirely finished. 
they call together all their neighbours to assist in the rais- ' 
ing, which is an event of much importance, and generally 
ends in a merry-making. The filling up the outline of 
the habiteition, which they do with boards here, is an after 
work: the frame seems to be the material part of the build- 
ing, and slight enough too, I thought, for protection against 
these bitter east winds. We reached home at about half 
past two. — The play was Much Ado about Nothing : the 
house was spoilt by the fair which the ladies have been 
getting up for the blind here, and which was lighted and 
open for inspection previous to to-morrow, when the sale 
is to take place. ***** 

it m * Hi % m 



LINES. 

* * • • andl 

Am reading, too, my book of memory : 
"With eyelids clos'd, over the crested foam, 
And the blue, marbled sea, I seek my home. 
All present things forgotten, on the shore 
Of the romantic Forth I stand once more ? 
Once more I hear the waves' harmonious strife ; 
Once more, upon the mountain coast of Fife, 
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I see the chequer'd lights and shadows fall. 
Upon the sand crumbles the ruin'd wall 
That guards no more the desolate demesne, 
And the deserted mansion. High between 
The summer clouds the Ochel hills arise ; 
And far, far, like a shadow in the skies, 
Ben Lomond tow'rs aloft in sovereign height. 
O, Cramond beach ! are thy sands still as bright — 
Thy waters still as sunny, — thy wild shore 
As lonely and as lovely as of yore } — 
Haunts of my happy time ! as wandering back 
Along my life, on memory's faithful track. 
How fair ye seem, — how fair, how dear ye are ! 
Ye need not to be gaeed at from afar ; 
Deceptive distance lends no brigliter hue ; 
Your beauty and your peacefulness were true. 
Not yours the charms from which we wearied stray. 
And own them only when they're far away. 
O, be ye blest for all the happiness 
Which I have known in your wild loneliness. 
Old sea, whose voice yet chimes upon my ear, — 
Old paths, whose every winding step was dear, — 
\ Dark, rocky promontories, — echoing caves, 
Worn hollow by the white feet of the waves, — 
Blue, lake-hke waters, — ^legend-haunted isle. 
Over ye all, bright be the summer's smile ; 
And gently fall the winter on your breast. 
Haunts of my youth, my memory's place of rest. 



IVednesdayf May 1st* 

^r. came in the morning, and I settled to call down 

t eleven for Mrs. to go to the fair. We drove to 

•'aneuil Hall, a building opposite the market, which was 
ppropriated to the uses of the fair ; but the crowd was so 

12* 
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dense round tbe steps, that we found it impossible to ap- 
proach them, and wisely gave up the attempt, determining 
to take our drive and then come back and try our later . 
fortune. We drove down to the Chelsea beach. The 
day was bleak and cold, though bright, with a cutting east 
wind. After taking a good race along the bright, cpeam- 
ing edge, we returned to the carriage, and drove into town 
again to the fair, which we managed at last to enter. The 
whole thing was crowd, crush, and confusion, to my be- 
wildered eyes. We got upon a platform behind the stalls, 

and squeezed our way to Mrs. 's shop, where my 

father had desired me to buy him a card-case, which I 

did. I found installed in her stall. joined us, 

and Mr. , who drew me away to his wife's table, 

where I bought one or two things, and having emptied 

ray purse, came away. After dinner Mr. came in : 

he showed us some things he had bought at the fair. I 
thought. the prices enormous, but the money is well spent 
in itself, or rather, on its ultimate object, and the imme- 
diate return is of no import. 

Thursday) Scb 

After breakfast went over to rehearsal ; at half past eleven 
went out to ride ; the day was heavenly bright and mild, 
with a full, soft, sweet spring breeze blowing life and 
health over one. The golden willow trees were all in 
flower, and the air, as we rode by them, was rich with 
their fragrance. The sky was as glorious as the sky of 
Paradise ; the whole world was full of loveliness ; and my 
spirits were in most harmonious tune with all its beauty. 
We rode along the chiming beach, talking gravely of many 
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matters, temporal and spiritaal, and when we reached the 
pines« I dismounted, entreated for a scrap of paper, and in 
the miserable little parloar of this miserable little man- 
sion, sat down and scribbled some miserable doggrel to 
ease my heart. How beautiful the scene around me was ! 
—the bright, boundless sea, smooth as a sapphire, except 
at the restless, rippling edge ; the serene, holy sky look- 
ing down so earnestly and gently on the -flowering earth ; 
the reviving breeze, dipping like a bird its fresh wings 
into the water, — ^how beautiful all things did seem to me, 
— how full of witnesses of the great power and goodness 
that created them. Why is it that clouds ever come be- 
tween us and God when there are seasons like this, when 
we seem to sit at his very feet, — when his glory and his 
mercy seem the atmosphere we are breathing, and our 
whole existence is lifted, for a time into the reality of all 
we hope and pray for ? Yet these are but passing emo- 
tions : they are not indeed the very spirit of God,*— they 
are but reflections of his image caught from the glorious 
mirror of nature. The sky becomes cloudy, — the sea 
stormy ; the blossoming and the bearing season pass away, 
and winter comes apace, with withered aspect, and bitter, 
biting breath ; the face of the universe becomes dark, and 
the trust, and faith, and joy of our souls, fade into doubt, 
disbelief, and sorrow. Inflrmity and imperfection pluck 
us back from our heavenward flight, and the weight of 
our mortality drags us down fast, fast again towards the 
earth. These fair, outward creatures, and the blessed 
emotions they excite, will pass away, — must — do pass 
away, — and where is the abiding revelation of God to 
which we shall turn ? . It lives for ever, in the still burn- 
ing light of a strong and steadfast soul ; in the resolute will 
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and high unshaken purpose of good ; in the quiet, calm, 
collected might of reason ; in the undying warmth and 
brightness of a pure and holy heart. * * * 

vr ^ 7? ^ ^ 4^ 

# * * * # * 

My ride did me ten thousand goods. As we were riding 

through Mrs. 's farm, a little boj- came running to 

meet me with his hand full of beautiful flowers, which he 
stood up on tiptoe to thrust into my hand, and without 
• waiting to be thanked, rushed back into the house. I was 
delighted : the flowers were exquisite, and the manner of 
•the gift very enchanting. Altogether, I do not know 
when I have been so completely filled with pleasurable 

emotions as during this riile. * * * 

# * « « # # 

LINES. 

To the smooth beach, the silver sea 
Comes rippling in a thousand smiles, 
And back again runs murmuring\y, 
To break around yon distant isles. 
The sunshine, thi^ough a floating veil 
Of golden clouds, looks o*er the wave. 
And gilds, far off, the outline pale. 
Of many a rocky cape and cave. 
The breath of spring comes balmily 
Over the newly blossom'd earth ; 
The smile of spring, on sea, and sky, 
Is shedding light, and love, and mirth. 
I would that thou wert by my side. 
As underneath the rosy bloom 
Of flowering orchard trees I ride, 
And drink their fragrant, fresh perfume ; 
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I would that thou wert by my side, 
To feel this soft air on thy brow. 
And listen to the chiming tide 
Along that smooth shore breaking now ; 
I would that thou wert here to bless, 
As I do now, the love and care, 
That with such wealth of loveliness. 
Have made life's joumeying-land so fair. 



I have taken several enormous rides round Boston, and 
am more and more delighted with its environs, which are 
now in full flush of blossoming, as sweet, and fresh, and 
lovely as anything can be. On Saturday rode to the Blue 
Hills, a distance of upwards of twelve miles. The roads 
round this place are almost as good as roads in England, 
and the country altogether reminds me of that dear little 
land.* These Blue Hills were, a few years ago, a iVilder- 

* To the English traveller, around whose heart the love of 
country and the influences of early association may yet cling. 
New England appears to me, of all the portions of the United 
States which I have visited, most likely to afford gratification ; 
and the Yankees, — properly so called,— the Americans with 
whom he will find, and towards whom he will feel most sympa- 
thy. They do us the honour to call themselves purely EngUsk 
in their origin ; they alone, of the whole population of the United 
States, undoubtedly were so ; and in the abundant witness which 
their whole character, country, and institutions bear to that fact, 
I feel an additional reason to be proud of England, — of Old Eng- 
land, for these are her children, — ^this race of men, as a race in- 
comparably superior to the other inhabitants of this country. In 
conversing with New Englandmen, in spite of any passing, tem- 
porary bitterness, any political difference, or painful reference 
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ness of forest, — the favourite resort of rattlesnakes ; bnt 
the trees have been partly cleared, and though 'tis still a 

to past times of enmity, I have always been struck with the ad- 
miring, and in some measure, tender feeling with which England, 
as the mother country, was named. Nor is it possible to travd 
through the New England states and not perceive, indeed, a spiiit, 
(however modified by different circumstances and institutions,} 
yet most truly English in its origin. The exterior of the houses, 
— ^their extreme neatness and cleanliness, — the careful cultivation 
of the land, — the tasteful and ornamental arrangement of the 
ground immediately surrounding the dwelHngs, that most English 
of all manifestations, — above all, the church spires pointing to- 
wards heaven, from the bosom of every village,— recalled most 
forcibly to my mind my own England, and presented images of 
order, of industry, of taste, and reli^ous feeling, nowhere so ex- 
hibited in any other part of the Union. I visited Boston several 
times, and mixed in society there, the tone of which appeared to 
me far higher than that of any I found elsewhere. A general 
degree of cultivation exists among its members, which renders 
their intercourse desirable and delightful. Nor is this superior 
degree of education confined to Boston ; th^ zeal and the judg- 
ment with which it is being propagated throughout that part of 
the country, is a noble national characteristic. A small circumf 
stance is a good illustration of the advance which knowledge has 
made in these states. Travelling by land from New Haven to 
Boston, at one of the very smallest places where we stopped to 
change horses, I got out of the carriage to reconnoitre our sur- 
roundings. The town, (if town it could be called,) did not ap- 
pear to contain much more than fifly houses : amongst the most 
prominent of these, however, was a bookseller's shop. The first 
volumes I took up on the counter, were Spurzheim's volume on 
education, and Dr. Abercrombie's works on the intellectual and 
moral faculties. I saw more pictures, more sculptures, and more 
books in private houses in Boston than I have seen any where 
else. I could name more men of marked talent that I met with 
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wild, desolate region, clothed with firs, and nncheered by 
a human habitation, its more savage tenants have disap- 
peared with the thick coverts in which they nestled, and 
we rode to the summit of the highest hill without seeing 
anything in the shape of Eve's enemy. At the top, by 
the bye, we did find some species of building in decay 
and ruin. "Whoever perched himself up there had no 
mind to be overlooked, and must have been fond of fresh 
air. The view from the mountain is magnificent, yet I 
do not believe the elevation to be very extraordinary ; al- 
though as I looked down it seemed to me as though the 
world was stretched at my feet, — and 1 thought of the 
temptation of our Saviour. The various villages, with 
their blossoming orchards, looked like patches of a snow- 
scene ; the ri'ver wound, like a silver snake, all round the 
fields ; the little lakes lay diminished to drops of bright 
blue light ; and the lesser mountains rose below us like 
the waves of a dark sea. The whole was strange and 
awful to me, — the savage loneliness of the place, its appa- 
rent remoteness from the earth and its walkers, filled me 
with a solemn sensation. Had I been there alone, I do 
not know a place where I should sooner have expected to 
meet some of the wandering spirits of mid-air, — shapes, 
and sights, and beings of another order from those of the 
world, that lay like a map below me. The mountain itself 
is formed of granite, of which large slabs appeared through 



there than any where else. Its charitable and literary institutions 
are upon a liberal scale, and enlightened principles. Among the 
New Englanders I have seen more honour and reverence of pa- 
rents, and more witnesses of a high religious faith, than among 
any other Americlms with whom I have lived and conversed. 
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the turf and brushwood. I looked in Tain for what 1 
found in such abundance on the Portland hill, the sweet, 
wild thyme. I thought I should find some of it among 
the stony riAs, where it loves to cling, but I was disap- 
pointed. Indeed, I met with a much more severe dis- 
appointment than that. The turf was thickly strewn with 
cltimps of violets, the very same in form and colour as 
our own sweet wood violet. I stooped in an ecstasy to 
gather them, but found they were totally scentless — mere 
pretences of violets. A violet without fragrance ! a wikl 
one, too ! — the tiling's totally unnatural. I flung the little 
purple cheat away in a rage. I have since found cow- 
slips with the same entire absence of fragrance. The heat 
and cold of this climate chill or wither everything, and 
almost all the flowers which are most common and sweet, 
growing in the moist soil of England, seem reared with 
difficulty here, and lose their great fragrance, their soul, 
as it were, under the extreme influences of this sky.* 
There were many wild things growing on this mountain, 

• There are, I believe, no primroses, no wild thyme, and no 
heather, that grow naturally in this country. I do not remember 
to have seen either wild honeysuckle, or clematis, both of which 
are so abundant with us. The laurestinus, rosemary, southern- 
wood, and monthly roses, all of Svhich are so common in Eng- 
land, growing out of doors all the year round, are kept in hot- 
houses during the winter, even as far south as Philadelphia. The 
common garden flowers — roses, pinks, are far less abundant and 
less fragrant than with us. Sweet peas, and mignionette, arc 
comparatively scarce ; serynga, and laburnum, I have never seen 
at all : but so little care is bestowed upon ornamental gtuxleaing 
that I do not know whether this dearth of flowers is the fauk of 
the climate, or the consequence of the utter neglect in wlucfa 
flower-gardens are held here. 
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that for beauty, and delicacy of form and colour, would 
have found honourable place in our conservatories, but 
they had not the slightest perfume, and I took no delight 
in them. A scentless flower is a monster ; and tliough I 
acknowledge with due admiration the pale beauty of that 
queen of flowers, the camelia, I never see it in its cold, 
pearl-like pride of bloom, that it does not strike me like 
a fine lady, — an artificial creature, fair indeed to behold, 
bot without the very property of a flower — sweetness. 
Oh, the lilies of the valley, — the primroses, — the violets, 
— 4he sweet, sweet hawthorn, — the fresh fragrant blush 
rose,-— the purple lilac bloom, — the silver serynga, — the 
faint breathing hyacinths, — the golden cowslips, of a 
morning at the close of May in England ! — the fulness of 
sweetness that loads the temperate air, as it breathes over 
the fresh lawns of that flower-garden ! * * 



I took another long ride to a quarry ten miles distant from 
Boston, whence the granite, which is much used in Bos- 
ton for building, is drawn. I started at six in the morn- 
ing, and rode about twenty miles before breakfast, which 
I think was a piece of virtue bordering upon heroism : to 
be sure, I had my reward, for anything so sweet as the 
whole world, at about half past six, I never beheld. The 
dew tiras yet fresh upon tree and flower, — the roads were 
shady and cool, — the dust had not yet been disturbed ; a 
mild, soft, full breeze blew over the flowery earth, and 
the rosy apple blossoms stirred on the rocking boughs 
against the serene and smiling sky. They have in this 
country neither nightingales, thrushes, linnets, nor black- 
birds, — at least, none with the same notes as ours ; but 

TOL. II. 13 
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every now and then, from the snowy cherry trees, th«e 
came a wild snatch of trilling melody, like the dear ring- 
ing song of a canary bird. My companion did not know 
the minstrel by his note, but I never heard a more bril- 
liant and joyful strain, or one moisp fitted to the bright 
hour of opening day,— ^always excepting the lark's, that 
triumphant embodied spirit of song.* The blackbird's 
song is to me the sweetest in the world,— sad, and soft, 
and rich as the sunsets through which it is heard. The 
quarry which we visited is an extensive vein of fine, dark- 
coloured granite. We dismounted and walked among the 
workmen to see them at their various processes. This 
quarry, and one at a short distance, merely supply the 
blocks of granite, which, being detached from the main 
stone, are piled upon cars, and sent down an inclined 
plane to the rail-road, by means of a powerful chain, whieh 
acts at once as a support and check, suffering the load to 
proceed slowly down the declivity, and at the same time 
sending up from the bottom, upon another track, the empty 
car, from which the granite has been unloaded below, as 
the buckets of a well are drawn up and down. A very 
serious accident occurred here, by the bye, to a party of 

gentlemen, among whom Mr. was one. They had 

placed themselves in the empty car at the bottom of the 
inclined pline, and were being slowly drawn up, as the 
car loaded with granite descended on the other track.* Just 
as they were approaching the summit, the chain by which 
the car was drawn up, gave way, and it rolled backwards 
down the plane with fearful velocity^ and starting off the 

* Lacking the nightingale and the lark, I think they want te 
two perfect specimens of natural music. 
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ik of the r^ii-road, pitched down into a ravine full of 
ka and blocks of granite, over which the road passes 
t a bridge at the foot of the quarry. 1 believe one of 
m was killed* and the others most terribly injured, 
e rough blocks of granite are conveyed by horses, in 
de same rail-road cars, to smaller quarries below, where 
y are wrought and shaped for their appointed uses, 
er looking down from the summit of the granite rock 
m the country which lay smiling for many a sunny 
e of flowery earth and sparkling sea below, and wan- 
ing about the works, which are interesting and curious, 
remounted and rode home over turfy wood-paths, 
ough tangled thickets of pine, fir, apd cedar, whose 
rm fragrance was beginning to be drawn forth by the 
ming sun. We disturbed in our path a poor wood- 
k, who was sitting with her young : it was a pity to 
the poor thing, flutter about her treasure, and go trail- 
a little w^y into the brushwood to entice us away 
m them. Poor mother ! what a tempest of fear and 
>ny was in your downy breast. I was very sorry we 
I frightened her, poor creatftre. The country we rode 
ough was extremely pretty, — so indeed I think all the 
mtry round Boston is ; the only deficiency is water,-— 
ming water, I mean, for there are several beautiful 
ols in its vicinity, — and turn which way you will, the 
irer shield of the sea shining against the horizon, is a 
ely feature of the landscape. But there are no rivulets, 
brooks, no sparkling, singing water-courses to refresh 
s*8 senses, as one rides across the fields and through 

) woodlands. called on us on Sunday last. He 

very enchanting : 1 wish it had been my good fortune 
see him oftener ; one of the great men of this country, 
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he would have $een a first-rate man all the world over ; 
and like all first-rate people, there is a simplicity, and a 
total want of pretension about him that is very delightful. 
He gave us a description of Niagara, which did what he 
complained no description of it ever does,— conveyed to 
us an exact idea of the natural position and circumstances 
which render these falls so wonderful ; whereas, most de- 
scribers launch forth into vague and untangible rhapso- 

• dies, which, after a]l, convey no express idea of anything 
but water in the abstract, he gave roe, by his few simple 
words, a more real impression of the stupendous cataract, 

-than all that was ever writ or spoken of waterfalls before, 
not excepting Byron's Terni. Last Saturday I dined at 
•'s, where, for my greater happiness, I sat between 

and . I remember especially two bright things 

uttered, the one by the one, the other by the other of 
these worthies. Mr. , speaking of Knowles* Hunch- 
back, said, ''Well, after all, it's no great matter. The 
author evidently understands stage effect and dramatic 
situations, and so on, but as for the writing, it*s by no 
means as good as Shakspefkre.'' I looked at the man in 
amazement, and suggested to him that Shakspeare did not 
grow upon every bush. Presently Mr. began a sen- 
tence by assuring me that he was a worshipper of Shak- 
speare, and ended it by saying that Othello was disgusting, 
King Lear ludicrous, and Romeo and Juliet childish non- 
sense ; whereat I swallowed half a pint of water, and 
nearly my tumbler, too, and remained silent, — ^for what 

cauld I say ? However, in spite of this, I owe some 

gratitude, for he brought — — to see me the other day, 
whose face is more like that of a good and intellectual 
man than almost any face I ever saw. The climate of 
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this place is dreadfnl : the night before last the weather 
was so Warm, that, with my window open, I was obliged 
to take half the clothes off my bed ; last night was so cold, 
that, with window shut, and additional covering, I could 
scarce get to sleep for the cold. This is terrible, and 
forms a serious drawback upon the various attractions of 
Boston, and to me it has many. The houses are like 
English Houses ; the Common is like Constitution Hill ; 
Beacon street is like a bit of Park lane ; and Summer 
street, now that the chestnut trees are in bloom, is per- 
fectly beautiful. But for the climate, I should like to live 
in Boston very much : my stay here has been delightfuL 
It is in itself a lovely place, and the country round it is 
charming. The people are intellectual, and have been 

most abundantly good-natured and kind ta me. * 

» # # # #» # 

« « « « ' « « ^ 

I have finished ^'s sermons, which are most excellent. 

I think he is one of the purest English prose writers now 
living : I revere him greatly, yet I do not think his denial 
of the Trinity is consistent with the argument by which 
he maintains the truth of the miracles. I have begun the 
Diary of an Ennuyee again : that book is most enchant- 
ing to me,-*merely to read the names of the places in 
which one's imagination goes sunning itself for ever, is 
delightful. 

Neiw- Tork* 

I have seen — , who, in his outward man, bears but 
little token of his inward greatness. Miss — - had pre- 
pared me for an exterior over which debility and sickness 

13* 
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had triamphed now for some years ; but, thought I, there 
' must be eyes and a brow, and there the spirit will surely 
be seen upon its throne. But the eyes were small grey 
eyes, with an expression which struck me at first as jnpie 
akin to shrewdness of judgment, than genius, and the 
loftier qualities of the mind ; and though the brow and 
forehead were those of an intellectual person, they had 
neither the expanse nor conformation I had imagined. 
The subject of our conversation, though sufficiently natu- 
ral for him to choose, addressing one of my craft, did not 
appear to me to be a happy one for his own powers,— 
perhaps I thought so because I differed from him. He 
talked about the stage and acting in as unreal, and in my 
opinion,! mistaken a manner, as possible. Had he ex- 
pressed himselS^nknowingly about acting, that would not 
have surprised me, for he can have no means of judging 
of it, not h)aving frequented the theatre for some years 
past; and those who have the best means of forming criti- 
cal judgments upon dramatic subjects, for the most part 
talk arrant nonsense about them. Lawrence was the only 
man I ever heard speak about the stage who did so with 
. understanding and accuracy. I have heard the very cle- 
verest men in England talk the greatest stuff imaginable 

about actors and acting. But to return to : he said 

he had not thought much upon the subject, but that it ap- 
peared to him feasible and highly desirable, to take de- 
tached passages and scenes from the finest dramatic 
writers, and have them well declaimed in comparatively 
private assemblies, — this as a wholesome substitute for 
the stage, of which he said he did not approve ; and he 
thought this the best method of obtaining the intellectual 
pleasure and profit to be derived from fine dramatic works. 
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without the illusion and excitement belonging to theatrical 
exhibitions. My horror was so unutterable at this propo- 
sition, and my amazement so extreme that he should 
make it, that I believe my replies to it, were all but inco- 
herent. What ! take one of Shakspearc's plays bit by 
bit^ break it piece-meal, in order to make recitals of it ! — 
destroy the marvellous unity of one of his magnificent 
works, to make patches of declamation ! If the stage is 
evil put it away, and put away with it those writings 
which properly belong to it, and to nothing else ; but do 
not take dramatic compositions, things full of present ac- 
tion and emotion, to turn them into recitations and muti- 
lated ones, too : get other poems to declaim, no matter 
how vivid or impassioned in tlieir descriptions, so their 
form be not dramatic. It is not to be supposed that the 
effect proper and natural to a fine dramatic conception can 
be preserved, when the language is merely declaimed 
without thb assistance of distance, dress, scenic effects,-— 
all the appertainings that the author has reckoned upon to 

work out his idea. mentioned the dagger soliloquy 

in Macbeth, as an instance which would admit of being 
executed after his idea, saying that that, well read by any 
person in a drawing-room, would have all the effect neces- 
sary or desirable. I remember hearing my aunt Siddons 
read the scenes of the witches in Macbeth, and while 
doing 80 was obliged to cover my eyes, that her vqjvet 
gown, modern cap, and spectacles, might not" disturb the 
wild and sublime images that her magnificent voice and 
recitation were conjuring up around me. If a man pro- 
fesses to tell you a story, no matter what, say the story 
of Romeo and Juliet, and sits in a modern drawing-room, 
in modem costume, it matters not— Ae is no part of his 
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storyy— -yoa do not connect him with his narrative,-— his 
appearance in no way clashes with your train of thought, 
—-yon are not thinking of him, hut of the people he is 
talking about. But if a man in a modem drawing-room, 
and in modem costume, were to get up and begin reciting 
the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet, I think the case 
would be altered. However, never having heard such a 
proposal before, I had not thought much about it, and 
only felt a little stunned at the idea of Shakspeare'sAtV 
tories being broken into fragments.* 

* Among the many fflgns of the total decay of dramatic mind 
and spirit in this age, a frequent piece of criticism passed upon 
modem plays appears to me a very conclusive one — *' Such a 
play is exceedingly full of dramatic effect, but there's no poetry 
in it" " Such a playwright understands situation and character, 
but really rea^ng his plays you find no poetry in them." I have 
heard this bright comment passed repeatedly upon the best dra- 
matic composition of modern times, — The Hunchback, a play 
whose immense popularity every where is the surest and truest 
warrant of its excellence, — a play containing the most dramatic 
situations, the most pathetic and comic effects, and by far, the 
finest conception of a female character, of any play since the old 
golden dramatic age. I do not hesitate to say that this is a most 
false piece of criticism, induced alone by a want of perception of 
what are the requisites in a dramatic poem, and a total absence 
of true dramatic feeling. First, in the ingredients of a fine play 
comes the fiction, the invention — to this belong those same much 
sneered at stag^ effects, and theatrical situations; next comes the 
s^fiil and powerful delineation of individual character ; kuih/ 
comes the item of a poetical diction. One alone has united these 
in their utmost perfection ; for such another the world may look 
in vain. But I think the play-goers of Shakspeare's time would 
have been tolerably satisfied with a most interesting fiction, and 
a true and vigorous delineation of character ; and let me ask, is 
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Thvrsdayi 



• 



At a little after ten, — - came to take us to see the 

savages. We drove down, D , my father, he, and I, 

to their hotel. We found, even at that early hour, the 
portico, passage, and staircase, thronged with gazers upon 
the same errand as ourselves. We made our way, at 
length, into the presence-chamber ; a little narrow dark 
room, with all the windows shut, crowded with people, 
come to stare at their fellow wild beasts. Upon a sofa 
sat Black Hawk, a diminutive, shrivelled looking old man, 
with an appearance of much activity in his shrunk limbs, 
and a calmness and dignified self-composure in his man-' 
ner, which, in spite of his want of size and comeliness, 
was very striking. Next to him sat a young man, the 
adopted son of his brother the Prophet ; whose height and 
breadth, and peculiar gravity of face and deportment were 
those of a man nearly forty, whereas he is little more than 
half that age. The undisturbed seriousness of his coun- 
tenance was explained to me by their keeper^ thus : he 
had, it seems, the day before, indulged rather too freely 

there no poetry besides that of words ? — is there no poetry in the 
fable of a play — none in the faithful portraying of a human 
being^s mind and passions } As for all pretty speeches, lengthy 
descriptions, abstract disquisitions, — unless things placed in the 
mouth of characters to whose identity such mental manifestations 
belong, — they are inadmissible in a right good play, and should 
by an means be confined to the pages of those anomalous modem 
growtlis — plays for the closet. In aU our elder dramatists, Shak- 
speare alone excepted, the msdn quality of a play, the story, is often 
defective to an excess, not only in morality, but in probability and 
eonfflstency ; and the same defects exist in the delineation of cha- 
racter in many of their noblest plays. 
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in the delights of champagne, and was suffering just retri- 
bution in the shape of a head-ache, — ^unjust retribution I 
should s&y, for in his savage experience, no such sweet, 
bright poison had ever before been recorded, I gtiess^ by 
the after pain it causes. Next to him sat Black Hawk's 
son, a noble, big young creature, like a fine Newfound- 
land puppy, with a handsome, scornful face, which yet 
exhibited more familiarity and good-humoured amusement 
at what was going on, than any of the rest. His hair was 
powdered on the top, and round the ears with a bright 
vermilion-coloured powder, and knots of scarlet berries or 
beadfii^l don't know which, hung like ear-rings on each 
side of his face. A string of glass beads was tied round 
his naked throat; he was wrapped in a large blanket, 
which completely concealed his form, except his legi and 
feet, which were clothed in common leather shoes, and a 
speciei^i of deerskin gaiter. He seemed much alive to 
what was going on, conversed freely in his own language 
with his neighbour, and laughed once or twice aloud, 
which rather surprised me, as I had heard so much of 
their immovable gravity. The costume of the other 
young man was much the same, except that his hair was 
not adorned. Black Hawk himself, bad on a blue cloth 
surtout, scarlet leggings, a black silk neck handkerchief, and 
ear-rings. His appearance altogether was not unlike that 
of an old French gentleman. Beside him, on a chair, sat 
one of his warriors, wrapped in a blanket, with a cotton 
handkerchief whisped round his head. At one of the 
windows apart from their companions, with less courtesy 
in their demeanour, and a great deal of sullen savageness 
in their serious aspects, sat the great warrior, and the 
prophet of the tribe, — ^the latter is Black Hawk's brother. 
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I cannot express the feeling of commiseration and disgust 
which the whole scene gave me. That men such as our* 
selves, creatures with like feelings, like perceptions, should 
be brought as strange animals at a show, to be gazed at 
the livelong day by succeeding shoals of gaping folk, struck 
me as totally unfitting. The cold dignity of the old chief, 
and the malignant scowl of the prophet, expressed the in* 
decency and the irksomeness of such a situation. Then, 
to look at those two young savages, with their fine mus- 
cular proportions, and think of them cooped up the whole 
horrible day long, in this hot prison-house full of people, 
made my heart ache. How they must loathe the sight pf 
these narrow walls, and the sound of these strange voices ; 
how they mustx sicken for their unmeasured range of wil- 
derness ! The gentleman who seemed to have the charge 
of them, pressed me to go up and shake hands with them, 
as every body else in the room did ; but I refused to do 
so from literal compassion, and unwillingness to add to 
the wearisome toil they were made to undergo. As we 
were departing, however, they reiterated their entreaties 
that we would go up and shake hands with them,^— «o I 
did. Black Hawk and the young men received our cour- 
tesy with great complaisance, but when we went to the 
great warrior and the prophet, they seemed exceedingly 
loath to receive our hands, the latter particularly, who had, 
moreover, one of the very worst expressions I think I 
ever i^aw upon a human countenance. I instinctively 
withdrew my hand ; but when my father ofiered his, the 
savage's face relaxed into a smile, and he met his greeting 
readily. I wonder what pleased him about my father's 
appearance, whether it was his large size or not. I had a 
silver vinaigrette in my pouch, which I gave Black Hawk's 
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son, hy way of keepsake : it will make a charming pie- 
sent for his squaw. 



Sunday* June 30tlia 

Rose at four, but after looking at my watch, resumed my 
slumbers until six, when I started up, much dismayed to 
find it so late, and presently, having dressed as fast as 
ever I could, we set off for the steam-boat. The morning 
was the brightest possible, the glorious waters that meet 
before New York were all like rivers of light blazing with 
the reflected radiance of the morning sky. We had no 
sooner set foot on board the steam-boat, than a crowd of 
well-known faces surrounded us : , I was introduced to Mr. 

, and Mr. , the brother of our host at Cold 

Spring. Mr. came and stood by me for a conslde^ 

able time after we started. It is agreeable to talk to him, 
because he has known and seen so much ; traversed the 
world in every direction, and been the friend of Byron 
and Shelly ; a common mind that had enjoyed the 
same opportunities, (that's impossible by the bye, no 
common mind would have sought or found them) must 
have acquired something from- intercourse with such men, 
and such wide knowledge of things ; but he is aii uncom- 
mon man, and it is very interesting to hear him talk of 
what he has seen, and those he has known. ^ 
******* 
• •«#*•« 

When we reached West Point, Mr. was waiting with 

his boat to convey us over to Cold Spring, and accordingly 
bidding our various acquaintance and companions farewell, 
we rowed over out of the course of the river, into a sanoy 



JOUBNAL. . 161 

i>ay it forms among the hills, to our kinsman's abode. 
Mr. *8 place is a lovely little nook, situated on the 

summit of a rise, on the brink of the placid curve of water 
formed here by the river, and which extends itself from 
the main current about a mile into the mountains, ending 
in a wide marsh. The house, tkough upon a hill, is so 
looked down upon, and locked in by the highlands around 
it, that it seems to be at the bottom of a valley. From the 
verandah of his house, through various frames which he 
has had cut with exceeding good judgment among the 
plantations around the lawn, exquisite glimpses appeared 
of the mountains, the litUe bay, the glorious Hudson itself, 
with the graceful boats, for ever walking its broad waters, 
their white sails coming through the rocky passes, where 
the river could not be detected, as though they were sail- 
ing through the vallies of the earth. The day was 
warm ; but a fresh breeze stirred the boughs, and cooled 
the air. My father, and D— seemed overcome with 
drowsiness, and lay in the verandah with half-closed eyes, 
peeping at the dream-like scene around them. I was not 

inclined to rest, and Mr. having promfsed to show 

me some falls at a short distance from the house ; he and 
his brother, and I, set fortli tliither. We passed through 
the iron-works : 'twas Sunday, and everything except a 
bright water-course, laughing and singing as it ran, was 
still. They took me over the works, showed me the 
iron frames of large mill wheels, the machinery and pro- 
cess of boring the cannon, the model of an iron forcing 
pump, the casting houses, and all the wonders of their 
manufactory. All mechanical science is velry interesting 
to me, when I have an opportunity of seeing the detail of 
it, and comprehending, by illustrations presented to my 
VOL. n. 14 
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eyes, the technical terms used by those convening with 
me. We left these dark abodes, and their smouldering fires, 
and strange, powerful-looking instruments, and taking a 
path at the foot of the mountains, skhrted the marsh for 
some time, and then struck into the woods, ascending a 
tremendous stony path, at the top of which we threw our- 
selves down to pant, and looked below through a narrow 
rent in the curtain of leaves around us, on the river, and 
rocks, and mountains, bright with the noon-day splen- 
dour of the unclouded sky. After resting here a few mo- 
ments, we arose and climbed again, through the woods, 
across a sweet clover field, to the brow of the hill, where 
stands the highland school, — a cheerful-looking cottage, 
with the mountain tops all round, the blessed sky above, 
and the downward sloping woods and lake-like river be- 
low. Passing through the ground surrounding It, we 
joined a road skirting a deep ravine, from the bottom of 
which the waters called to me. I was wild to go down, 
but my companions would not let me. It was in vain 
that I straiped over the brink, the trees were so thickly 
woven together, and the hollow so deep, that I could see 
nothing but dark boughs, except every now and then, as 
the wind stirred them, the white glimmer of the leaping 
foam, as it sprang away with a shout that ^made my heart 
dance. We followed the path, which began to dedine, 
and presently a silver thread of gushing water, ran like a 
frightened child across our way, and flung itself down into 
the glen. At length we reached the brown, golden-look- 
ing stream. Mr. -*— was exhorting us to take an^pper 
pathj which he said would bring us to the foot of the fieJl; 
but I was not to be seduced away from the side of the 
rivulet, and insisted upon crossing it then ai^d there, 
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throHgh the water, over moss-capped stones, across fallea 
trees, which, struck by the lightning, or undermined by 
the cold-kissing waters, ^had choked up the brook with 
their leafy bridges, do, striving on, as best we mighl, 
after wading through the stream two or three times, we 
reached the end and aim of our journey, the waterfall. 
We stood on the brink of a pool, about forty feet across, 
and varying in depth from three to seven or eight feet : it 
was perfectly circular, and except on the south, — where 
the waters take their path down the glen,— closed round 
with a wall of rock about thirty feet high, in whose cre- 
vices trees, with their rifted roots, hung fearlessly, cloth- 
ing the grey stone with a soft curtain of vivid green. Im- 
mediately opposite the brook, and at the north of the pool, 
the^water came tumbling over this rocky wall in three dis- 
tinct streams, which, striking the projecting ledges of iron- 
looking stone, at different angles, met within eighi or tSu 
feet of the pool, and fell in a mingled sheet of foam. The 
water^ broke over the rocks like a shower of splintered 
light,— the spray sprang up in the sunlight, and fell agaia 
all glittering into the dark basin below, that gleamed like 
a magic jewel set in the mossy earth. On the edge of 
the roeks, beside the waterfall, a tree stood out among its 
greenly-mantled fellows, bare, broken, and scathed to the 
very roots with lightning. Its upper half bad fallen aslant 
one branch of the waterfall, and lay black and dripping 
over the pure white torrent, half falling down its course, 
half stayed by some roeky ledges on which it rested. As 
I g^d up in perfect ecstacy, an uncontrollable desire 
seiaed me to clamber up the rocks by the side of the fall, 
and so reach the top of it My companions laughed in* 
cradnlouBly as I expressed my determination to do so, but. 
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followed.where I led, nniil they became well assured that 
I was in earnest. Remonstrance and representation of 
impossibility having been triedin vain, Mr. — prepared 
to guide me, and Mr. , with my bag, parasol, and 
bonnet in charge, returned to the edge of the pool to watch 
our progress. Away we went over the ledges of the rocks, 
with nothing but damp leaves, and slippery roots of trees 
for foodng. At one moment the slight covering of mould 
on which Phad placed my foot, crumbled from beneath it, 
and I swung over the water by a young sapling, which 
upheld me well, and by which I recovered footing and 
balance. We had now reached the immediate side of the 
waterfall, and my guide began ascending the slippery, 
slanting rocks down which it fell. I followed : in an in- 
stant I was soaked through with the spray, — my feet 
slipped, — I had no hold ; he was up above me — the pool 
far below. With my head bowed against the foam and 
water, I was feeling where next to tread, when a bit of 
rock, that my companion had thought firm, broke beneath 
his foot, and came falling down beside me into the stream. 
I paused, for I was frightened. I looked up for a moment, 
but was blinded by the water, and could not see where 
my guide was ; I looked down the slanting ledge we had 
climbed, over which the white water was churning angrily. 
" Shall I come down again ?" I cried to Mr. — — who 
was anxiously looking up at our perilous path. ** Give 
me your hand !" shouted his brother above me. I lifted 
my head, and turned towards him, and a dazzling curtain 
of spray and foam fell over my face. ** I cannot see jf^u,** 
I replied ; ^' I cannot go on — I do not know what to do." 
*< Give me your hand !" he exclaimed again ; and I, plants 
ing one foot upon a ledge of rock so high as to lift me off 
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the other, held up my arm to hii9; but my limbs were so 
strained from his height above me, that I had no power to 
spring or move, either up or down. However, I felt my 
presence of mind going; I knew that to go down was im- 
possible, except headlong,--rthe ascent must therefore be 
persevered in. *' Are you steady, quite, quite steady !" 
I inquired : he replied, *' Yes ;" and holding out his hand, 
I locked mine in it, and bade him draw me up. But he 
had not calculated upon my weight,— my slight appear^ 
ance had decftved him, and as I bore upon his arm, we 
both of us slipped — I turned as sick as death, but only 
cried out, "Recover yourself! recover yourself !— I am 
safe !" which I was, upon a rocky rim about three inches 
wide, with my arm resting on the Mling stump of the 
blasted tree. He did recover his balance, and again hold- 
ing out his hand, drew me up beside where he was sitting* 
on ihe edge of the rocks, in the water. We pledged each 
other in the clear stream, and standing on the top of our 
hardly gained eminence, in the midst of the rushing brocA, 
I wring my handkerchief triumphantly at Mr. — ^-^ ; which 
was rather a comical consideration, as I was literally drip^ 
ping from head to foot, — ^no Naiad ever looked so tluK 
longhly watery, or could have taken more ddight in » 
ducking. As soon as he saw us safe, he scrambled up 
tfirough the woods to the road, and we doing the same, 
We presently all met on the dusty highway, where we 
congratulated each other on our perseverance and suoeess^ 
and laughed very exceedin^y at my soaked sitni^tioiw. . 

U* 
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We determined not to pass through the Highland school 
ground, but kept the main road for the adFvantage of sun 
and wind, the combined influences of which presently 
dried my frock and handkerchief. When I reached home, 
ran up stairs, and dressed n^yself for dinner, which we 
sat down to at about four. After dinner came up to my 
room, and slept very profoundly until summoned to coffee, 
which we drank in the verandah. At about eight o'clock 
the sun had left the sky, but his warm mantle lay aver 
the western clouds, and hung upon the rooks and woody 
mountain sides ; a gentle breeze was stirring the trees 
round where we sat ; and through the thick branches of a 
chestnut tree, as they waved to and fro, the silver disk of 
the full moon looked placidly down upon us. We set out 
strolling through the woods : leisurely as foot could iioll, 
we took our way through the twilight paths ; and when 
we reached the Roman Catholic chapel our host is build- 
ing by the river side, the silent, thoughtful mountains were 
wrapped in deep shadows, and the broad waters shone 
Uke a sheet of silver in the moonlight. We sat down on 
the cannon lying on the pebbly shore, and Mr. ■ ran 
oflf to order the boat, which presently came stealing round 
over the shining waters. We got in, -<— rowing, and 
they put me at the helm; but owing to Mr. — ^ — 'a misdi- 
rections, — who seemed extremely amused at my awk- 

vrardness, and took delight in bothering poor by 

making me steer all awry, — we made but iitde progress, 
and that rather crab-wise, backing, and sideling, and tura^ 
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ing, as though the poor boat had been a politician. * 



Full of my own contemplations I kept steering round and 
round, and so we wandered, as purposeless as the night 
air over the smooth waters, and beneath the shadows of 
the solemn hills, till near eleven o'clock, when we made 
for shore, and slowly turned home. We sat for a length 
of time under the verandah : the gentlemen were discuss- 
ing the planetary system as accepted in the civilized 
world ; and Mr. maintained, with sufficient plausi- 
bility, that we knew nothing at all about it, in spite (rf 
Newton ; for, that though his theories were borne out by 
all observation, it did not follow therefore that another the- 
ory equally probable might not exist ; that because he had 
found out one w^^f accounting for the construction and 
motion of the heavenly bodies, there was no other possi- 
ble way in which they were constructed and impelled ; 
because one means is sufficient, he argued, it does not 
thence follow that 'tis the only sufficient means. Mr. 
maintained that there was at least strong presump- 
tion in favour of Newton's systems : because they are 
borne out by our observation of results, and also because 
hitherto no other better method of accounting for what we 
percf ive has been discovered. And so they went on, the 
end of all being, to my mind as usual, utter unsatisfactori- 
neto, and as the musquitpes were stinging me, I left them 
to tbek disGus9ions, and came to bed* 
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MoadajTf 1st July* 

Major , and Mr. -*— -i came over from West Point; 

they were going to prove some cannon, that had not yet 
been fired^ and some time passed in the various prepara- 
tions for so doing. At length we were summoned down 
to the water side, to see the success of the experiment. 
The cannon lay obliquely, one behind the other, at inter- 
vals of about six yards, along the curve line of the little 
bay ; their muzzles pointed to the high gravelly bank, into 
which they fired. The guns were double loaded with 
very heavy charges, and as soon as we were safely placed 
60 as to see and hear, they were fired. The sound was 
glorious : the first heavy peal, and then echo after echo> 
as they ritnbombavano among the answering hills, who 
growled aloud at the stem voice waking their stilly and 
noon-day's deep repose. I pushed out in the boat horn 
shore to see the thick curtain of smoke, as it rolled its silver, 
and brassy, and black volumes over the woody mountain 
sides ; parting in jagged rents as it rose, through whiefa 
the vivid green and blessed sky smiled in their peaoefiil 
loneliness. They ended in discharging all the cannon at 
once, which made a most glorious row, and kept the 
mountains grumbling with its echoes for some minntef 
after the discharge. All the pieces were sound, which 
was highly satisfactory ; as upon each one that flaws in 
the firing, Mr. > loses the coat of the piece* Juil at 
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the smoke cleared off from the river, we saw the boat ' 

making to shore ; and presently, Mr. , his wife, and 

children, and a young Mr. , landed. After introduc- 
tions, and one or two questions, Mrs. went up to her 

cottage to put things in order there, Mr. betook him- 
self to Froissart and the shade, Mr. to his business ; 

and D , my father, Mr. and myself set forth to the 

fountain in the glen. The weather was intensely hot : the 
thermometer above 90° in the shade ; it was about half past 
twelve, and we toiled and gasped on like so many Indians 
up the steep path. The walk had been so laborious, that 

neither D-: nor my father were willing at first to admit 

that the object was a sufficient one. We sat for some 
time by the dark shady pool, and they by degrees reco- 
vered their breath and complacency, and began to perceive 
how beautiful the plaoe really was. My father said the 
waterfall looked like a fine lace veil torn by the rocks, 
which pleased me, because it did look like that. Mr. -<— 
proposed an admirable plan, that of walking down the 
water's side, and taking a boat upon the Hudson, and so 
avoiding the long hot walk home. We called at the 
Highland School, where the worthy man who keeps it, 
received us with infinite civility, put us into a delicious 
cool room, and gave us some white hermitage and water 
to drink, which did us all manner of good.* We then 

* Of the mental process which the pupils at this Highland 
School undergo, I can say nothing; being totally unacquainted 
with the STBtem of education adopted therei— but a more advan* 
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descended to the riv^r, after some delay and difficulty, got^ 
a boat and rowed home. * ♦ * * 



LINES. 

Here be the free gifts of the morning for thee : 
Dog roses, \vith their thorns all strung with pearls, 
And a large round diamond in each rosy cup ; 
Their leaves are the colour of Aurora's cheeks. 
Here is a pale wlute flower, without a name. 
At least to me,, who am a stranger here: - 
It has a delicate almond smell, and grew 
Among thick boughs, and leaves that guarded lU 
Poor thing, I took it from its shelter for thee. 

tageous residence for the cultivation, of health, strength, (for physi- 
cal education,) or the developement of all thosie pious and poetical 
tendings of the human soul and mind which are fostered and ripened 
by the sublime influence of natural beauty and g^ndeur, cannot 
be imagined. The gentlemen at the head of this establishment 
are New Englanders. The observations I made upon the sup^ 
rior intelligence and cultivation of the natives of that part of the 
United States^ have been borne out constantly by the fiict, that 
there is hardly any establishment in the states I have visited, in 
any way connected tirijtii education, or the dissemination of info- 
HDation, which is not conducted partially or entirely by New ESiig> 
landm* 
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Here be some lilac/heads of clover; swQeV . 

As the breath of love : they lay amongst the hay, 

In a new-mown meadow, glittering in the sun. 

Here are the leaves of the wild vme, that shine 

Like glass without, and underneath are white 

And soft as a swan's breast. There is an oak branch, 

I gathered it, because it grows at home. 

And in this strange land look'd as sad, and loving, 

As a friend's face : when it is wither'd, keep it. 

They are all heavy with the tears of the night. 

Who weeps, because she may not meet the sun; 

And when he comes down from the mountain•top^, 

Parting the forests with his hands of fire. 

He drinks her weeping, ^sdng all the flowers 

With passionate love, which mid:es them look so blushing. 

Tuesday, 9d* 

Packed up my bag, took a cup of tea, went and gathered 
some flowers, and gave the poor lamb some beads of 
clover, bade a very unwilling farewell to the pretty place, 
and rowed over to West Point, where Mr. ■ was wait- 
ing for us. We breakfasted at ten, and went down to meet 

the boat. Young Mr. came over to see us off, and 

brought me some lovely frbsh flowers. Mr. , and 

Mr. , were both at the embarking post. When the 

boat came up, the rush to and from it was without excep- 
tion the most frightful thing I ever saw. The 's were 

landing, and I just spoke to her, as she was borne past by 
the throng. Safely on board, I again found myself sur- 
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rounded by familiar faees ; I took out my workf and Mr. 
sat down by us. As a nuisance, which all unsonght-for 
companionship is, he is quite the most endurable possible, 
for he has seen such things, and known such people^ that 

■m 

it is greatly worth while to listen to him. Everything he 
says of Byron and Shelley confirms my own impression 
of them. The scenery of the Hudson immediately beyond 
West Point loses much of its sublimity, though no beauty. 
The river widens and the rugged summits of the Highlands 
melt gradually inio a softer and more unduladng outline. 
The richness, and swelling, and falling of the land, re- 
minded me occasionally of England. The yellow grain 
was giving diversity and warmth to the green landscape, 
and the shadowy woods fencing the cornfields, threw over 
the whole picture a sheltering peaceful charm. On the 
left, we presently began to see the blue outline of the 
Catskill mountains towering into the hot sky, and looking 
most blessedly cool and dark amid the fervid glowing of 

the noon-day world. Mrs. came on board at one of 

the stopping-places. I was quite glad to see her sweet 

face, and hear her gentle voice again. Mr. was 

greatly smitten with her calm look of repose, and lulling 
speech, and took to her vehemently. She told me long 
Stories like fairy tales, of caverns lately discovered in the 
bosom of these mountains ; of pits black and fathomless, 
of subterranean lakes in gloomy chambers of the earth, and 
tumbling waters which fall down in the dark, where men 
heard, but none had dared to go. How I should like to 



igi» therel iHi wW will lend Hicr mlo t&e «eef«C ptM ^ 
%m eard^' wk6 will guide me to the deep 1ii£ng plMr, 

■ 

'Where 'iqpirht ere^wheiie ^le atr of Aie upper #inld ii 
■ol bvealhed, xadite eonndi ere nnlmowny where the UglA 
j(if 4fae -Mil ie unseen, and the Toiee of human oieafum 
nnh ewd ii h ow I dioold like to go there. 
= Ai about haii^paat tiiree in the aftemoon^^ie ricy becaoie 
niiddeniy and^ihickiy ovenu^ft^tie aivming which sheltered 
the iqiper dedrwaawitibdmwn^and eTerfpreparation>made 
liENraetom. Hie pale angty-lookingckrade lay heaped like 
ehalk upon a leaden aky, and presently one red Ughtnihg 
dipped down into the woods like a fiery snake fiidlinglrmn 
the heayena^ At the same time, a furioos gust of wind 
and torrent of rain rushed down the mountain side. We 
scuttled down to the lower deck as fast as ever we could, 
but the storm met us at the bottom of the stairs, and in 
an instant I was drenched; chairs, tables, every thing 
was overturned by the gust, and the boat was running 
with water in every direction. It thundered and lightenr 
ed a litjtie, btit the noise of the engine was such that we 
scarce heard the storm. I stood by the door of the fur- 
nace, and dried leisurely, talking the while to Mr. , 
who is sun burnt enough to warm one through with.^ 
look. During bur progress, one of the wheels, or paddles 
as they are properly called, took it into its head to knock 
Its case to pieces, ao^ |)anged the boards about in a strange 
way. Accident the- sei^piad: one of the men, a. Uac^ 
w^ wap employed in ftendu>9 the fixe, got so dceadfnUy 
heated with the intensefiumiee, that he nuriied ont of the 
vol., n. 15 



engine rocmiy and 8wallow«d two or tfaiee irnightt <rf 
water.; the effect was inatantan^oaa, he Ml down in vio- 
lent internal apaemsy and died, poor wretch t before we 
arriTed at Albany. We reached that town at aboat half 
past five in the afternoon, and went to a house the *g 
recommended to us. At about seyen they gave os dinner, 
and immediately af^r I came up to my own roonu I 
was so exhausted with faligne and a riolent oold and 
cough, that I literally fell down on the floor, and slept till 
daj^k. As we came up the riTcr we passed Dr. — — *• 
place, Hyde Park, whidi has the reputation of being the 
best kept private estate in America ; the situation of the 
house, on the edge of a ridge, appeared to me, from the 
riTer,. rather too much exposed. 



My father had settled to go to the Cohoes Falls. * 

«««««« 

* * * m m 

When we were in the steamboat, going up to Troy,* ^— 

* Troy! and that Troy has a mount Ida!! Thenameaof plaeei 
in tldfl country are truly afUmiahing. Troy, Syracuse, and Rome 
are ptetty well in thia wi^, bat the atate of New Toik akme, I be- 
Heve, boaala of a Manttns, a Hobmt, a Virgil, an (Hid, m deen, 
and s Soentea, whoee eeeflnd appe a i m ce in Aia world ia in sB tlM 



{wilftlettiBrlBtDiByliattdStwMdkhe told me VfttfWriftenbjr 
lfa»*motiier'of Allegira, Byroii^« child, -llwf lettet wm te- 
marksble' only fbf moita stndghtlbrwaidneM'aBd t^bneibe^ 
neM ditti is umM in woiiieti*» letters.' I do hot kntffit 
whether . gave it liie to read oh that aecouiit idutte, 
or liteeiraeeit'eoiitaiiied ailaiiionfl to wild and interestiiig 
adTMituMiri!»f hie own ; perhaps there was a minglittg ot 
molivoe. ' ThcAre nerer was, hj the bye, a homogefMui 
motive, as' BreWMer would Bay, in the hnhian IriN^ast 
We: reached Troy in - abont twenty minutes', and Ti^^cfd 
up ittto the town Id jproeure some spedes of Tehiele tciit 
ma piOgres* to' thiB Falls. There was nohe ready ;'■ tuA 
vMle one was being procured, a man who was' sbuM^^hg 
near hs very ciirffly invited us to come' intohiir slnyp HhA 
sit down, which we did Very readily. The situatioh of 
the virarehouses on the eide nekr- Ihe river; o( the main 
stveet ^Troy, is eifceedingly pretty. They are, fcir the 
most pakty large long rooms. Opening to the street at ^ 
one end, and on -the othei* looking down fpom a eonsidei^ 
able height upon ^e Httdson^ The shop we were in was 
a diina store, and theniee cold crockery ware made <me 
eool' to look' at it ; the weather wacH roasting. 

Mr. — left us to gather information, and kindly 
brought me back word that the population of Troy was 
five hundred, or five thousand, I really forget which, and 

•'■ft* '«. "J' • ' ^ M 



glories of fbiAiqir t^ tekKi,' hcNr boeids and iwUte '^ikdt: 'Did 
FythagoTM sdmit of men becoming towns as well as liasto?— I 

fiMgit. 



m 

bieper MMned kim Ihs IVo^aai; w€w:m exe«ediii|i]r 
fefififld «ad liftevaiy Mrt of folium and diat. tke toeietft in 
poiat of theae twro adTantagea, waa no whil behind Boa- 
Vmi 'Ihwe'a for Boatoa! 

. Wo obtained a eoaeh^ and eraaaed « fenry aneh at 
I bad aoYev aeon before, "worked by boiaea* Foot 
wielafaea I they reminded me of -—'a ateeda Martyn 
et Soofifrance. Mr. — — > obaerved that they led the life 
of Ae minority, and so they do. Labour and auffering 
that eoatcMn lendera endurable, and that ooda by grinding 
down every faculty <^ mind or aoul: we're a, Uesaed 
paok of drudgea, and deaerve to be juat what we aia* 
.ikfier Qvoaaiiig the ferry, we drove about five mflea thioof^ 
aiH^e gende amSing landa that made one feel very chart- 
laUe. The Oohoea ia, I beUeire, a Duteh name for a 
hill just above a turn in the Mohawk, where after aome 
ahallow rapid hasty running over a rocky bed, the rif%t 
flutga ita^ down over a broad barrier, between thir^ 
and forty feet high, with the most delightful guahing 
aound in the world. The foam laoked very nice and aofii 

and thick, and eoid : I longed to be in the middle oif it. 

# • « '. » ft « ■ 

» ft ft. ft ■ ft ft ft 

ft., ft ft ft ft ft. ft 

After wandering abdut for aome time, we sat ourselves 

^^^.I!Sk<^ ^Nc^ graaay knciU. just above the Falla. * 

ft ft ft ft ft ft 

• •.' ' ■ ' ■ . 

ft ft • ft * • «t - 

ft ft ft ft • ft 



m 

W» retiifiiM ill: luae» M,ye> flattered Ofoa i A y ^ ^^mM 
khe ; steamboat wludli; kaves Troy for Albany at iowH 
imtjiiaias wo were croBsing the ferry^ die staamer mi 
past us, . leaving us with eyes and mouths wide opea^ 
Fery nuioh botheied as to how we were to get. down to 
/Ubanyi D**^-^--^ j^oposed a row boat, and the sense, of 
kbe company seemed to agree tiiereto; but upon dsijmg 
U> the,imL where :we hired our carriage, and mquirinig.fbr 
sp^ia^oonveyance, we were assured that there was no 
such' thing to be had : : whereupon, nay father, good easy 
man, believed there was not, and got into the coaeh again* 
Mx*^ ■'■ « , however, had absecmded, and remained gone 
sa longy that I began to think he had perhaps started to 
swimi down- thoi river, when he presently appeared, in* 
forming us l^t he had gotten a boat for us. We jumped 
readily out of the coach, and though my father had^aa* 
toally made a bargain for the hire of it, to convey us to 
Albany, with the innkeeper ; and moreov« given luai^tlie 
money, the righteous man refunded. the dollars^ whteh 
Falstaff knows is a displeasing* thing to do : << I hate that 
paying back !'* Our row back was delightful : the even* 
ing was calm and lovely beyond description, the sun had 
lest his fieroeness, and the warm air elapsed the fresh 
woods tendeily, the waters were unlm^en as a mirror^ 
the .very spirit of love and peace possessed the world, the 
effect of all which was to s«id me into a very scMmd 
sleep. ♦♦»♦♦* 
« « « « Ht « « 
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Wmti mi b lmt^'hikamy is imf gd»d tiiMi lor dfanwiu Mh 
• W i ll i diaediwHfa' n>! whmt a ii w r ago ; he « m aons iMi 
fflotEu .'He's « eoriifiBi haiag!}' e daaenpfeMmof luna w>aU 
jMosie aai]r one who had ntrar >iN«a Mm* A man witb 
tfw!{irqxiiiioiis of a gianl for atrength aad agiUtjr^ tattar« 
atraifhiary aad broacksr thas moal tten; yel-wiii the TmaA 
liatieaa iai^ni carakMBwaa of gail, .and aa n a a aiiam 
w aud a ri ng way of drapfong hia foist lo tho giound, aa tf 
he dkbu'i know whtto ho waa goiagt and didn't nradi 
wi^ to go any whore. His fseo is aadark aaaaioor'iy 
widi a wild strange look aboitl the eyoa and forshead* 
and:amaik Itkea scar upon hia cheek; his whole, ap- 
pearance giTing one an idee of toili havdahipv peal and 
wild adventiire. The expiesaknt of his mouth, ia oemaA- 
aldy auild and sweet* and his vo«$e ia extienielj low and 
gende. Hia hands are as brown aa a labonrer'a; he 
never profenea the m widi g^es, but wean two strange 
magical looking nng»;r*M»c. of themy which he showed 

ihOy is made of elephanl's hair. « : « • « 

a. «,. * .♦ * e... 

.. •■ «' » .• * • . * * ■ • •. . 

♦ ■ * • . ** *■■■ ■•« . •■ e 

Ooeasionallyv. in his honor of miei cksa of prefodieesy hi 
ea riwae es the op|k>ssls ioaes i peshapathe extvama of mgf 
evilt in ^bia woiM of imperfeot aMans,! dan Kinly boeffiw* 
fually veaisted by iitsr leviase extreme. 



• 9 



Mf 

itfkef biBdi&ft w«Kt tor nliMrnl. Mr. «w*-. eaae wttk 
m, Tlw aelon were eK« tad aUieadiBg ilMir pvtf, Ite 
ledj who played Ohadotte was tbe coaly exceptieii» ahe 
wm p e tfeeu Ae I sat on the etage, between ay aeeneay 
» iftty geed-tempeied, roey, bead^^ysed^ wetJiaired, atm* 
iBg-liKed looking man acooited mei and having. aacev* 
tained that I was myaeii^ pnieeeded to aeenee me ef kav* 
ingy in Mrs. HaQer, prononnced the word *' industry 
widl the accent on the middle syllable, as, '^ indti^try ; 
adding, that he had already quoted my authority to sere- 
ral people for the emphasis, and begging to know my 
*^ exqnisita reascm" thevefbre* If was' hi vain that I 
mrgod that it nnist hare been a mistake if I aaid a&f that 
I Borer meant to say so, if I didaaysof tkal if I did say 
80,:i 'Waa very wrong to say so; that I waa very aorvjr 
^Mhanangsaidso; that I never would aayaoagain* ^ Be* 
tweett eadi of my humblest iqpok^giea my aeataer^asaiely 
replied, '^ but you did say incfti^try,'' with an inflexible 
pertinacity of condemnation, which was not a whit soft- 
ened by my sincere confessions. Presently, the worthy 
creature, adverting to the letter in the Mirror about Ge- 
neral Jackson, begged, that as I had passed the fourth of 
July, that glorious anniversary, in Albany, I would il- 
lustrate its celebration by some remarks in the style 
of that admirable composition. Great was the fat man's 
sorprise, and evident his contempt for me, when I dis- 
elaimed the autfaondnp ef . that dooament. Oveater still 
fraxWr bo^ when L assured ktmlAat an- tbe fourth, of 



Jiify I'^dtfitively walked mi of the town, to avoid tha 
Doife in it Afier this,. be remained gasnng at me in d- 
lent amazement, and as.aoon as he had sufficiently reco- 
vered from it to move, he took np Ms hat, and briefly 
wished me ** good morning." : Mr. -^•^ told me the 
man was a newspaper editor, but I think he looked too 
fat and fresh,' and good-tempered for that.. When we re- 
turned'home, sat down to write Journal. . * . * 



The play was the Gamester^ the house was very ML 
Mr. i '■ ' did hot know one syllable of his part, and bo- 
thered me utterly. At the end of the play they called 
f<Nr my father, and civilly desired we would act the Hundi- 
baick; as, however, we had not the dresses for it with us, 
he deelinedv but promised we would return hereaft^. < * 

j V .* •. ;i* ♦ * * * 



After toeaUast, the day being extremely fine, lifer. -— 
mrged ua to go out, and take a walk ; so forth w« sat, aqr 



following. * * •♦ f > 

« « « « ' « « « 



Wie crossed the river, and following the first road like a 
flock of geese errant, arrived at the top of a delightful 
breezy knoll, opposite a tiny waterfall, the rocks and 
basin of whadi wefe piotaresqne, b«t Htkd water had becnk 
tufBed off, to turn a ttdlU The hill where we stood, oom- 
mi^tod a beantifid view of tf&e HodiiOD, Albany, and the 
Bhmem stretching: away into sonny iodMaittiiesa. My 
filter, ad P- ' ' f ind Mr. •^-^^ Mt lAbwu under sons 
JMk II0MS ; I ran off to explore the stream. ■ * * 

AAk laoidttg flObdut ia every difeetiony I rettmed vto 1^ 
fidMids;we stvottedawsy tiwoughth^ woods and along 
ihs high load, with the sweet^smelt of mellow hay keep- 
ing OS eompaay^lhe wUile. We hialted si an orebsvi 
eovsmr, nesr a pleasacnl looking farm, where we lit agreod 
we shonld tike to Uve^ * » • * 

* S • . #.;.«■■; ^* .S '.' • ♦ . 

Mr. «-*^ killed us with bsighiMff' With an seeonnt lis 
gstre ns of some of Byron's ssjqngs iaisd Mngi^ wlikk 
isete jQsl as whimsieal andsosenteiekf as MiMHsiai|l»» bat 



ltd 

v«vf fimny; TMMitdw* we stait'for> Vtieat Itx. 
comes with us, I am glad of it, I like him* 



Just w we were getting into the rail road coach for Sche- 
nectadft a parcel was put into my band. It was a letter 

from ^ and Pellico's Mie Prigioni ; I Was glad of 

it. At.Schenectady we dined. Bythebyel.mustnotfiir- 
get to mention the eiTility we met with from the. people 
who kept the house. .There hayebeenso many, inetanees 
^ren, of the discomfort and discourteousness which tra- 
▼eUers encounter in America, that 'tis but justice to re- 
cord the reverse when one meets with it. For my own 
party with very few exceptions, I have hitherto met with 
nothing but civility and attention of every description. 
We have, almost always commanded private sittingy and 
sin§^. sleeping rooms ; have had 'our meals served in tel- 
erable comfort and decency, and even on board the steam 
boats, where every thing is done by shoal, I have £(n)nd« 
that in spite of being an inveterate dandle, and never rear 
dy at any of the bell ringings, I have always had a jdaoe 
reserved for me, and enough to eat without fighting for it 
But to return to our Schenectady hestSb The house wii 
very iull» and while waiting for the canal hoatt, im avoid 
the gepii^eBowds wtth which <all the rooms were fiOed, 
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D-->-^ and I walked (rat into the yerandali, when a pnttj 
lassie, the daughter, I conclade,- of the houae, invited na 
into a very nice private pariour belonging to the famOy, 
where I found a fine piano, books, musick, and all civili- 
sation as well as civility. We proceeded by canal to 
Utica, which distance we performed in a day and a night, 
starting at two firom Schenectady, and readiing Utica the 
next day at about noon. I like travelling by the canal 
boats very much. Cur's was not crowded, and the 
country through which we passed being delightful, the 
placid moderate gliding through it, at about four miles and 
a half an hour, seemed to me infinitely preferable to the 
noise of wheels, the rumble of a coach, and the jerking 
of bad roads, for the gain of a mile an hour. The only 
wrisances are the bridges over th^ canal, which are so very 
low; that one is obliged to prostrate oneself on the deck 
of the boat, to avoid being scraped off it; and this humilia- 
tion oeenrs, upon an average, once every quarter of an hour* 

' Mr. read Don Quixote to us : he reads very 

pecdliarly ; slowly, and with very marked emphasis. He 
has a strong feeling of humour, as well as of poetry ; in 
ftct they belong to each other, for Humour is but Fancy 
langfaing, and Poetry but Fancy sad. 

The valley of the Mohawk, through which we crept the 
whole Bun8hiningday,is beautiful from beginning to end; 
fertile, sofl, rich, and occasionally approaching sublimity 
and grandeur, in its rocks and hanging woods. We had a 
lovely day, and a soft blessed'sunset, which, just as we came 
,to a point where the canal eroeses the river, and where the 



€iUpyad«ii'lpooda<T A < f 6i on either ^idfltieoadef leavings 
broad iiiioothlnnB* tlnaw^HBieof the most exqiueite effeett 
jef lifht and oekir^ I ever lemembertofaaTe aeenioirerthe 
waler» and thnrngh Ihe iky. Tlie mm had eoaice been 
down ten minatee bom ihd horison, when ihe deek was 
perfeedjr wet witfaihe heivieetdew poaaiUey whieh drove 
lie down to the eabin. Befe I firilfntaaleqi, till awaken* 
ed by the calnn gizl'e potting. her araifl afieetaonatBfy 
round m^* and telling me that I might eomo and have 
the £iat>elu»ee of a berth for &e nighty in tiie hombk 
hencoop allotted to the female pasawgwi. I wae too 
eleej^ to aeknowledge or avail myadf of &e conrteay^ 
but the girl'i manner was eingnlariy gende and kind. 
We aat in the men'a eabin nntil they began making pre- 
parationa for bed, and then withdrew into a room ahant 
twelve feet eqmre« where a whole tribe of women wwe 
fVltt^ig to their beds. Som^half nndraaaedyaomebniehr 
iogftflpvia eariinis, /"^Hue wadiingt ao^ne abaady adeep ia 
their naoow dril^ bat all witfajn a quarts of an ineh of 
0t^ other : it made fme ahndder. Aa I atood eoweiiqf 
in a eoinar» half aaleepy half, qcying, the cabin girl came 
to me againi and entreated me to let her make a bed for 
me ; however, upon my refiiaing to nndreaa before ao mnek 
.good eompjBiiy, or lie down in ench narrow neighbomkobd, 

ahe put D and mjna^lf in^ email doaet. where weie 

fimempty bertha* where I pieaently fell faat adeep, wheit 
ah^ ealabliahad hieraalf ikv the night, and whtte B— «^ 
vrapp^ ap in a ahawl, aat liU nuwning uder Oe hrif 
open halehvay, breathing dampat^Ught 
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T]iiirsday« lltlu 

D— 's exclamations woke me in the morning : the day 
was breaking brightly, and the dewy earth was beginning 
to smile in the red dawn, when we approached Little 
Falls, a place where the placid gentle character of the 
Mohawk becomes wild and romantic, and beautifully 
picturesque. The canal is for some space cut through 
the solid rock, and the banks, high and bold, were crown- 
ed with tangled woods, and gemmed with wild flowers, 
and the delicate vivid tufts of fern. It was exceedingly 
beautiful ; and though I believe I missed some part of the 
scenery immediately surrounding Little Falls, the ap- 
proach to it, which is of the same nature, enchanted me 
extremely. When we arrived at Utica, I gave the nice 
cabin girl my silver needle case : her tenderness and care 
of me the night before made it impossible for me to offer 
her, money. She took my gift, and throwing her arms 
round my neck, kissed me very fervently for it. I was 
struck with her manner, which had appeared to me in dis- 
charge, of her common duties reserved, and rather dignifi- 
ed. This exhibition of feeling surprised me, therefore, 
and together with her dark eyes, hair and complexion, 
made me think she must have foreign blood in her veins. 
I asked her, but she said no: American by birth, English 
by descent ; certainly she had neither the lace nor bearing 
of the one or the other. She was a very- singular and 

striking looking person : as for Mr. , he fell in love 

with her forthwith, and I think had half a mind to settle 
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on the Mohawk and make •her his fellow-farmer. At 
Utica we dined ; and after dinner I slept profoundly.. The 
gentlemen, I believe, went out to view the town, which, 
twenty years ago, was not, and now is a flourishing place, 
with fine-looking shops, two or three hotels, good broad 
streets, and a body of lawyers, who had a supper at the 
house where we were staying, and kept the night awake 
with champagne, shouting, toasts, and clapping of hands : 
so much for the strides of civilization through the savage 
lands of this new world. The house was full, and we 
could not get a room to ourselves, so we sat in a corner of 
the large dining-room. Passed the evening in writing 
journal ; — Mr. showed me his of Sunday last. 

Friday, 19tk. 

We all breakfasted early together, and immediately after 
breakfast got into an open carriage, and set off for Trenton. 

D and my father sat beside each other, and I 

opposite them, — Mr. on the box, and so we pro- 
gressed. The day was bright and breezy; the coontrj 
was all smiling round us in rich beauty ; the ripening 
sheets of waving grain ; the sloping fields, with here and 
there the grey tombstone of a forest tree ; the vivid thickets 
bounding the pale harvest plots ; the silvery-looking fences 
with their irregular lines relieved against the dark woods ; 
the clear sky above, — all was lovely. About seven miles 
from Uiica we stopped to water the horses at a lonely 
road-side house. We alighted, and without ceremooj 
strolled into the garden ; a mere wilderness of overgrown 
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Kreetbriar, faint-breathing dog-roses, and flaunting red 
>ppies, overshadowed by some orchard trees,— from 
hich we stole sundry half-ripe cherries. The place was 
isolate, I believe ; yet we lingered in it, and did not think 
so. We got into the carriage again : the remaining 
ght miles of our journey were as beautiful and as bad as 
e preceding ones had been. I thought of our dark drive 
ick, through these miry and uneven ways. At last we 
ached the house at which visitors to the Falls put up ; 
large, comfortable dwelling enough, kept by a couple of 
C8 young people, who live in this solitude all the year 
•und, and maintain themselves and a beautiful big baby 
r the. profits they derive from the pilgrims to Trenton* 
^e ordered dinner, and set forth to the Falls, with our 
Mst for guide. We crossed a small wood immediately 
[joining the house, and descending several flights of steps, 
»nnected by paths in the rocky bank, we presently stood 
I the brink of the channel, where the water was boiling 
9ng, deep and black, and passing away like time. We 
ilowed along the rocky edge : the path is not more than 
foot wide, and is worn into all manner of unevennesses, 
id cavities, and slippery with the eternal falling of the 
>ray. — walked before me : we dared not turn our 
)ads for fear of tumbling into the black whirlpool below. 
Te walked on steadily, warning each other at every step, 
id presently we arrived at the first fall, where the rest of 
ir party were halting. I can't describe it : I don't know 
ther its heightb or width ; I only know it was extremely 
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beautiful, and came pouring down like a great rolling heap 
of amber. The rocks around are high to the heavens, 
scooped, and singularly regular ; and the sides of the tor- 
rent are, every now and then, paved with large, smooth 
layers of rock, as even and regular in their proportions as 
if the fairies had done the work. After standing before the 
tumbling mass of water for a length of time, we climbed 

to the brink above, and went on. Mr. flung himself 

down under a roof of rock by the waterfall. My father, 

D , and the guide, went on, out of sight ; and 

and I loitered by the rapid waters, flinging light branches 
and flowers upon the blood-coloured torrent, that whirled, 
and dragged,. and tossed them down to the plunge beneath. 
When we came to the beautiful circular fall, we crept 
down to a narrow ridge, and sat with our feet hanging over 
the black cauldron, just opposite a vivid rainbow, that was 
clasping the waterfall. We sat here till I began to grow 
dizzy with the sound and motion of the churning darkness 
beneath us, and begged to move, which we did very cau- 
tiously. I was in an agony lest we should slip from the 
narrow, dripping ledges along which we crawled. We 
wandered on, and stopped again, at another fall, upon a 
rocky shelf overhanging the torrent, beside the blasted and 
prostrate trunk of a large tree. I was tired with walking; 

and was lifting me up to seat me on the fallen tree, 

when we saw Mr. coming slowly towards us. He 

stopped and spoke to us, and presently passed on : we re- 
mained behind talking and dipping our hands into the fresh 
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ter. At length we rejoined the whole party, sitting by 
larrow channel, where the water looked like ink. Be- 
id this our guide saw it was impossible to go. I was 
ascertaining this by myself; but my father forbade me 
attempt the passage further. I was thirsty; and the 
de having given me a beautiful strawberry and pale blue- 
, that he had found, like a couple of jewels, in some 
k crevice of the rocks, I devoured the one, and then 
Dg down to the black water's edge, we dipped the fairy 
I in, and drank the cold clear water, with which abun- 
t draught I relieved my father's thirst also.* Around 

These beautiful little delicate wild flowers seem to love the 
y neighbourhood of waterfalls : it is only at Trenton, and the 
udiere in Canada, that I remember to have seen them at all in 

country. Some poor Scotch peasants about to emigrate to 
Ada, took away with them some roots of the << bonny blooming 
ther," in hopes of making this beloved adomer of their native 
mtains, the cheerer of their exile ki the wild lands to which 
r were going. The heather, however, refused to grow in the 
ladian soil, and the poor emigrants had not the melanchcdy 
unire of seeing its sweet, familiar bloom round their new dwell- 
}. The person Who told me tliis, said that the circumstance 

been related to him by Walter Scotl, whose sympathy with 
disappointment of these poor children of tl>e romantic heather- 
I betrayed itself even in tears. When I visited the beautifiil 
i of the Chaudiere, our party was enlivened, and the pictu- 
lue effect of the scene much heightened, by some of the lugh- 
l band belonging to the regiment quartered in Quebec, I 
Id not help wondering, as I gathered the blue-bells which 

16* 
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the place where we were resting, the rocks rose like cir- 
cular walls up to the very sky. From their overhanging 
edges tiny threads of water fell upon the rocky paTcment 
heiieath, with a silver glancing, and a clear, plashing tone, 
that sounded even amid the hoarse talking of the dark 
waters below. In some mould among these cliffs, at their 
very highest edge, a tree had struck its roots, and growing 
upside down, stretched its droning green arms to the hur- 
rying stream below, that would not tarry. We had walked, 
I suppose, a mile and a halfi along the water's side ; and 
in this distance its course is broken by six beautiful cata- 
racts. The variety of the colour of the water, — occasioned 
by the various depths of its channel, and the different tints 
of the rocks over which it flows, — is singular. Where the 
river expands, its rapid, broken waves were of the darkest 
red-brown, like coffee,^-or rather, indeed, redder than that, 
like a deep blood-colour ; reaching the walls of rock, over 
which they fall into a lower bed, they became pouring 
masses of amber and diamonds, or soft, thick heaps of 
whitest foam ; and then again, in the deep, narrow chan- 
nels which received their headlong leaping, all was black 
as blackest night, and the waters were sucked away under 

grew profasely round the cataract, whether these poor fellows 
looked upon the emblem of their distant country with any of the 
feelings which I lent them ; and the whole brought back to my 
imnd the heather that would not gladden the exile's eyes in a 
foreign soil, and the compassion of Scott for his countrymen's 
disappointment 
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-the hollow rocks in inky eddies, that made me think of 
drowning with double horror. The several falls are very 
various in their height and forms ; but they are all beauti- 
ful — ^most beautiful ; not a place to visit for a day, but to 

live the summer away in. * * * * 

###### 

^ ^ w ^ ^ i|f 

When we were all rested, we rose to retrace our steps : 
our guide was a man of some cultivation, and of much 
natural refinement ; with a strong feeling of the exquisite 
beauty of the scenes in which he was living. These 
falls are upon his own land, belong to him, and he pointed 
out to us a spot beside the torrent where he said he had 
read all Byron's works ; — this pleased me. Returning, I 
thought the path even more difficult than it was before : 
there is a chain fastened along the rock where it narrows, 
for the security of persons walking ; this has been put up 
since the lamentable loss of a young girl, who following 
her party along this slippery path, missed her footing, and 
was swept into a foaming whirlpool, whence nothing could 
ever emerge. Our guide told us of another terrible acci- 
dent, which happened not long before we were there. A 
young lady and her lover were going along the water side, 
and in order to retain hold of her hand, he walked upon 
a narrow ridge, where he could hardly balance himself: 
the girl said, " Oh if you walk there, I shall let you go ;" 
she did so, and in the same instant he slipped from the 



192 J01(UfAL» 

rock Uid was dragged away to that dark death.* The 
chain upon the rock was about as high as my shoulder, 
but when the river is swollen, it constantly rises above the 
chain, at which time it is scarce possible to go any distance 
along its banks : this had been the case a short time before 
we were there. Wc returned to the house and dined. 

After dinner had a gossip with Mrs. , and a romp 

with her beautiful baby. I strolled into the garden, — it was 
in disorder, and looked like a wilderness ; but I saw some 
roses drooping their full bosoms to the earth, and I went 
to fetch them. Our host came with me. He said he had 
but little leisure to cultivate his garden, and could not well 
afford to have it kept in better order ; that it supplied them 
with nearly all they required, and that with his other oc- 
cupations he had hardly time to make it more than useful. 
I questioned him about the number of visitors who came 

* I do not know that the sense of danger has ever been so yivid 
in my mind, as while walking along this narrow edge of etermty. 
Nothing around Niagara appeared to me half so full of peril as the 
path along the Trenton Falls; although I have hung over the 
lirink of the last rock that vibrates on the very verge of that great 
abyss, and explored entirely alone, tlie path under the huge wa- 
tery curtam that falls from Table Rock. I do not know whether 
the mention of the late accidents at Trenton affected my imagina- 
tion, and caused me to exaggerate the danger, but it appeared to 
me almost miraculous, that every body passing along those narrow, 
dripping, uneven ledges, did not share the fate of the two unfor- 
tunate persons I have mentioned. 
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to the falls : he said in sammer there was a constant sno- 
cession of them» but that in winter no one came there. 
Upon my expressing some surprise that people did not 
come and remain for some weeks at least, in so beautiful 
a place, he told me that the generality of visitors were 
quite satisfied with an hour's stroll by the water, and that 
some had arrived at his door, alighted from their carriage, 
dined, sauntered sound the house, and without even going 
dotvn to the river, returned to Utica, quite satisfied with 
having b^en at Trenton. I was amazed. But the utter in- 
sensibility of the generality of Americans to the beauty 
and sublimity of nature, is nothing short of amazing ; 
and in this respect they literally appear to me to want a 
sense. I have been filled with astonishment and perplexity 
at the total indifference with which they behold scenes 
of grandeur and loveliness, that any creature with half a 
soul would gaze at with feelings almost of adoration. But 
in these glorious tabernacles of nature, where God's majesty 
seems as it were visibly resting on his works, I have seen 
Americans come and stare, and stand for a moment, and 
depart again, apparently impressed with nothing but the 
singularity of the man or woman who could remain there 
longer than they did. What can be the cause of this ?— 
is it possible that a perception of the beautiful in nature is 
a result of artificial cultivation ? — is it that the grovelling 
narrowness of the usual occupations to which the majority 
addict themselves, has driven out of them the fine spirit 
which is God's altar in men's souls ? — ^is it that they be- 
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come incapable of beauty ! Wretched people ! They re- 
mind me, by contrast, as I see them toiling along the 
o'owded streets of their cities, those dens of Mammon> of 
Wordsworth's noble description of him, 

"Who walked in glory and in joy. 
Behind his plough, upon the mountsun side.'* 



At about sun-set I wandered into the wood, to the top of 
the steps leading to the waterfall, where I could hear far 
below, its sweet yoice singing as it passed away. I re- 
mained standing here till the carriage was announced. 
Just before we went away, our host gave me a small piece 
of crystal ; it is found among the rocks here, which I be- 
lieve present many curious geological phenomena, which I 
leave to the learned to describe. The strata are the most 
beautifully regular possible, and upon their broad smooth 
surfaces, a thousand theories sit, which I hope I did not 
disturb, as I walked over them in the plenitude of my 
ignorance admiring God's masonry ! Oh CSi world !' oh 
strange, and beautiful, and holy places, where one's soal 
meets one in silence, and where one's thoughts arise 
with the everlasting incense of the waters from the earth 
which is His foot-stool, to the heavens which are £Ri 
throne: It grew dark long before we reached Utica : half 
the way I sang, the other half I slept, in spite of mts five 
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fathoros deep, and all the joltings of these evil ways. To- 
morrow we start on our way to Niagara, which Mr. — — - 
says is to sweep Trenton clean from our memories. — ^I do 
not think it. 

Saturday, 13tb* 

Left Utica at six o'clock, in our Exclusive Extra: we 
were to go on as far as Auburn, a distance of seventy-six 
miles. The day was very beautiful, but extremely hot. 
At Vernon where we stopped to breakfast, we overtook 

the 's. We had a very good breakfast, and I think, 

for the first time since our land journey from Baltimore to 
Philadelphia last winter, we were waited on by women. 
Found a case of musical glasses, sat on the floor in great 
delight amusing myself with them. While the stage was 

getting ready, and I began wandering aboutt but the 

place did not look promising, and the heat was intense ; 
we sat ourselves down under the piazza of the tavern, and 
I gave him the words of ** To that lone well.*' la about 
an hour we set off again. The country was very rich and 
beautiful, andh at every knoll backed by woodlands, and 

skirted by golden grain-fields, Mr. exclaimed, 

" Come, we will have a farm here !" He and my father 
were to smoke, reflect, and enjoy life : I was to sing when- 
ever I happened to please, and enjoy life too : D was 

to brew, to bake, wash, iron, plough, manage the house, 
Iqok after tlie cattle, take care of the poultry, mind the 
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dairy, in short, do everything on earth that was to be done, 
and enjoy life too : all which arrangements afforded us 
matter of converse on the way, and much amusement 

Then my father and Mr. had long argumentation! 

about acting ; the latter is a vehement admirer of Kean% 
and of course, that being the case, matter of debate was 
not wanting. It was all extremely pleasant and profitable, 
and while the sun shone, and we all kept our tempers, 

nothing could do better. amused me by telling me 

portions of 's book, the Adventures of a Younger Son, 

with which he had been extremely charmed, and which I 
remember beginning on board ship, as we crossed from 
England. * * * « « 

****** 

* * * * * * 

At about half past three, we arrived at a place called Syra- 
cuse US where, stopping to change horses, my father ob- 
served that here there were two different routes to our 
point of destination, and desired our driver to take that 
which passes through Skaneateles, a very beautiful village, 
situated on a lake so called. However, to this the master 
of the inn, who was also, I believe, proprietor of the coach, 
seemed to have some private objection ; and while my fa- 
ther was ytt speaking, very coolly shut the coach door in 
his face, and desired the driver to go on iu the contrary di- 
rection. The insolence of the fellow enraged my father 
extremely, and it was rather astonishing, — that's the fact ; 
but the deuce is in't, if, in a free country, a man may not 
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choose which way his own coach shall go, in spite of the 
folk who pay him for the use of it. We had to pocket 
the affiront, and what was much more disagreeable, to 
travel an ugly uninteresting road, instead of a picturesque 
and pretty one. We had not proceeded many miles after 
this occurrence, and were just recovering our equanimities, 
when the said vehicle broke down. We were not over- 
turned or hurt, only tilted a little on one side. The driver, 
however, did not seem to think it safe to proceed in this 
condition. The gentlemen got out, and searched the hedges 
and thickets for a piece of oak sufficiently strong and stout 
to repair, at least for the moment, the damage. We were 
not at the time within reach of any house. At last, they 
procured what they wanted, — and having propped up the 
carriage after the best fashion they could, we proceeded at 
a footpace to the next village. Here, while they were 
putting our conveyance into something like better order, 

and I wandered away to a pretty, bright water-course, 

which, like all water in this country, was made to turn a 
mill. The coach being made sound once more, we packed 
ourselves into it, and progressed. The evening was per- 
fectly sultry. I never shall forget, at a place where we 
stopped to water the horses, a cart full of wretched sheep 
and calves, who were, I suppose, on their way to the 
slaughter-house, but who, in the meantime seemed endur- 
ing the most horrible torture that creatures can suffer. 
They were jammed into the cart so as to be utterly inca- 
pable of moving a single limb; the pitiless sun shone 

VOL. IL 17 
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fiercely upon their wretched heads,— -and th^ir poor eyes 
were full of du8t and flies : I never saw so miserable a 
spectacle of suflering. I looked at the brutal-looking man 
that was driving them, and wondered whether he would 
go to Hell, for tormenting these helpless beasts in this 
fashion. 

The sun' set gloriously. Mr. began talking about 

Greece, and getting a good deal excited, presently burst 
forth into "The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece," 
which he recited with amazing vehemence and eame9^ 
ness. He reminded me of Kean several times : while 
he was declaiming he looked like a tiger. 'Tis strange, 
or rather, 'tis not strange, 'tis but natural, how, in spite 
of the contempt, and even hatred, which he often ex- 
presses for England and everything connected with it, 
his thoughts and plans, and all the energies of his mind, 
seem for ever bent upon changes to be wrought in Eng- 
land, — freer government— ipurer laws — ^more equal rights. 
He began to talk about Cromwell : he wanted, he said, to 
have a play written out of Cromwell's life. We talked 
the matter over with infinite zeal, and established most 
satisfactorily, that to accomplish such a thing as it ought 
to be done, would be quite one of the most difficult tasks 
in the world. Nobody but a religious and political enthu- 
siast could do it : a poet, unless himself a republican Eng- 
lishman and fanatical sectarian, hardly could : — it must be 
unlike all other works of art, not an imitation of truth, bat 
truth itself. Schiller is the only man I can imagine who 
could have attempted it with any chance of success ; and I 
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QFen doubt whether he would have made of it the firebrand 
our friend wants.* Towards evening, the heat became 
more and more oppressive ; our coach was but ill cobbled, 
and leaned awfully to one side. I fell asleep lying in my 
father's lap ; and when we reached Auburn, which was 
not until nine o'clock, I was so tired, so miserably sleepy, 

* Thank God, a firebrand which shall throw England into con- 
fonon and anarchy is not indeed of easy make. Italy, crushed 
under the heel of her northern rulers, or France, blown about 
with every breath of opinion, may rush into revolutions, for a bal- 
lad or an opera. The misery of the one, and the miserable ex- 
citability of the other nation, render it easy to rouse, in the former, 
the spirit of retribution, in the latter, the desire of change. But 
Englishmen, who are neither slaves nor weathercocks, are less 
easily stirred to wild excesses of political excitement. Let who 
will steer, the old ship is too well ballasted to sink. Whoever 
rules, — ^whatever party may be at the head of her government^ 
England is sound at heart ; there is a broad foundation of moral 
good and intelligence in the nation, which will not be shaken or 
upturned, let factions erect or pull down what temporary trophies 
they please, to their own short-lived and selfish triumphs. The 
file of the mechanic may still gnaw angi'ily at the iron crown of 
the aristocracy, — interests of classes may still jar, — ^parties wran- 
gle, — and the eternal warfare between those who climb, and those 
who stand upon the topmost round of the ladder, may still be 
waged ; and so be it, — in none of these is there fear or danger, 
but rather a wholesome action of power ag^nst power — a check- 
ing, winnowing, purifying, and preserving influence. Moral evil, 
—vice and mental evil, — ignorance, — are the roots of decay : 
surely England is far from the day of her downfalling. 
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and 80 tortured with the side-ache, from the cramped po- 
sition in which I had been lying, that I just crawled into 
the first room in the inn where we alighted, and dropped 
down on the floor fast asleep. They roused me for sup- 
per, and very soon after, I betook myself to bed. The 
heat was intolerable ; the pale feet of the summer lightning 
ran along the black edges of the leaden clouds, — the world 
was alight with it. I could not sleep: I never endured 
such suffocating heat. 



Snndayf 14t]i« 

Rose at eight : the morning was already sultry as the hot- 
test noon in England. After breakfast I wandered about 
the house in search of shade : went into an empty room, 
opened the shutters, and got out upon a large piazza, or 
rather colonnade, which surrounded it. The side I had 
chosen was defended by the house from the fierce sunlight, 
and I walked up and down in quiet and loneliness for some 
time. Not far from the house, stood the prison,— one of 
the state prisons of the country, — a large grey building, 
which appeared like a huge block of granite, unsheltered 
by a single tree or bush, and dim with the hazy heat of 
the atmosphere. Being Sunday, we were not able to visit 
it ; but the person who kept the house where we were,»- 
a very intelligent and civil man,-— gave us some account of 
it, and fully corroborated the fact which Stuart mentions, 
—-that when the prison took fire, and that all the criminals 
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confined in it were liberated to assist in saving the builds 
ingv in spite of the general confusion, and total absence of 
restraint or observation, which, for some time left them 
the most easy opportunity of escape, not one of them took 
advantage of this accident to recover their liberty, but 
every prisoner returned voluntarily, after the fire was got 
under, to his cell. This seems miraculous, and speaks 
more for the excellence of the system pursued in these 
establishments, than all the disquisitions in the world. At 
about ten, our exclusive extra having driven to the door, 
we packed ourselves into it, and proceeded towards Ge- 
neva, where we were to dine. The sky, however, pre- 
sently became overcast ; and towards noon the world was 
absolutely shrouded in a lead-coloured pall. The air was 
stifling ; it was impossible to draw one's breath ; and a 
quarter of a degree more of heat would certainly have oc- 
casioned suffocation. We were all gasping: suddenly, the 
red lightning tore open the heavy clouds ; the thunder 
rolled round the heavens ; the rain came down in torrents ; 
we were away from all shelter, and obliged to proceed 
through the storm. The leather curtains of our coach 
were speedily unrolled and buttoned down ; but this formed 
but a miserable shelter against the furious rain. Our car- 
pet bags, which were on the outside of the carriage, were 
soaked through, and we ourselves were soon in nearly as 
bad a plight The rain came in rivulets through the cre- 
vices of our insufficient shelter, and the seats and bottom 
of the coach were presently standing pools. We arrived 

17* 
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between twelve and one o'clock at Cayuga ; and here we 
drew up before the inn door, to await the end of the stonn. 
The rain was still so violent that we preferred remaining 
in the coach, to getting out and being still more thoroughly 
drenched. The thunder growled sulkily at a distance, and 
the lightning glared rapidly from side to side. By degrees 
the overswollen clouds, having emptied themselves, rolled 
away ; the rain became less violent ; the mist and heavy 
vapour parted from off the face of the earth,— and the lake 
appeared blending witb the sky amid the indistinct and 
hazy outlines of the half-shrouded country. While we 
were sitting listening to the storm, silence had fallen upon 
us all : a thunderstorm is apt to prove an interruption to 

conversation. During this pause Mr. took out his 

pencil, and wrote upon a scrap of paper a very eloquent 
Mahomedan description of the attributes of God. I do not 
know whether it was « his own, or an authentic Mahome- 
dan document : it was sublime. * * *-«< 
* « « # « « 

« * * * * « • 

The storm having abated, we proceeded on our way, 
crossed a bridge a mile and some roods long, over the 
Cayuga Lake ; which however, was still so veiled with 
scowling mist and clouds, that we could discern none of 
its features. At about three o'clock we reached Geneva, 
a small town situated on a lake called Seneca water. Here 

we dined: had most providentially brought silver 

forks with him, for the wretched two-pronged iron imple- 
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mentfl furnished ns by our host, were anything bat clean 
or convenient. After dinner, the weather having become 
mild and bright, we went up to a piazza on the second 
floor, which overlooked the lake and its banks. The latter 
are very picturesque, and the town itself, climbing in ter- 
races along the side of a steep acclivity rising from the water, 
has a very good effect. The lake at this point did not 
appear very wide, for we could distinguish from where 
we stood, minute objects on the opposite shore. Afler 
resting ourselves for a short time, we again took to our 
coach, and pursued our route towards Canandaigua, where 
we were to pass the night. . The afternoon was bright and 
beautiful, the road tolerable, and the country through which 
we passed, fertile and smiling. As the evening began to 
come on, we reached Canandaigua lake, a very beautiful 
sheet of water of considerable extent. We coasted for 
some time close along its very margin ; the opposite shore 
was high, clothed with wood, from amidst which, here 
and there, a white house looked peacefully down on the 
clear mirror below ; the dead themselves can hardly inha- 
bit regions more blessedly apart from the evil turmoil of 
the world, than the inhabitants of these beautiful solitudes.* 

* I have had occasion to observe, in a former note, that foreign- 
ers tn^elling through this country, see only the least desirable 
sodety of the various cities they visit There is another class of 
Americans, whom they rarely, if ever, become acquainted with at 
all. By far the most interesting, in my opinion, which the country 
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Leaving the water's edge we proceeded about a quarter of 
a mile, and found ourselves at the door of the inn at Ca- 

allbrds. I speak of those families thickly scattered through all the 
states, from whose original settlers many of them are immediately 
descended ; whp reside upon lands purchased by their grand& 
thers in the early days of t]^e British Colonies ; and who, living re- 
mote from the Atlantic cities, and the more travelled routes be* 
tween them, are free from all the peculiarities which displease an 
European in the societies of the towns, and possess tndts of origi- 
nality in their manners, minds, and mode of life, infinitely refresh- 
ing to the observer wearied of the eternal sameness which 
pervades the human congregations of the old world. In minng 
with the commercial fashionables and exclusives of the American 
cities, the European is at once amused and annoyed with the 
assumption of a social tone and spirit at variance with the whole 
make of the country. He is told that he is in the. best society of 
the place, and with perfect justice condemns this best society, as 
probably the worst he ever saw : — a society assuming the airs of 
separate rank where no rank at all exists, attempting to copy the 
luxury and splendour of the residents of European capitals, ^;nth- 
ottt possessing one tithe.of their wealth to excuse the extravagance, 
or enable them to succeed in the endeavour,- and presenting the 
most incongruous and displeasing mixture possible, of pretension, ig* 
norance, affectation, and vulgarity, I have before sjud, that even in 
the cities, there are circles of a very different order? but yet freer 
from all these drawbacks is the society formed by the class of 
people of whom I have spoken above, and whom I should desig- 
nate as the gentry of this country ; using that term in the best 
sense in which it was once used in England. Among this large 
but widely scattered portion of the community, should the Euro- 
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nandaigna ; the principal among some homses surrounding 
an open turfed space, like an English village green, across 

which ran the high road. My father, Mr. , and I 

went up to a sort of observatory at the top of the house, 
from whence the view was perfectly enchanting. The 
green below, screened on three sides with remarkably fine 
poplar trees, and surrounded by neat white houses, re- 
minded me of some retired spot in my own dear country. 
Opposite us the land rose with a gentle wooded swell, and 
to the left the lake spread itself to meet the horizon. A 
fresh breeze blew over the earth, most grateful after the 
intense heat of the morning, and the sky was all strewed 
with faint rosy clouds melting away one by one into violet 
wreaths, among which the early evening star glittered cold 
and clear. We came down to supper, which was served 
to us as usual, in a large desolate-looking public room. 
After this, we came to the sitting room they had provided 
for us, a small comfortable apartment with a very finely 
toned piano in it. To this I forthwith sat down, and played 
and sang for a length of time. Late in tlie evening I left 

pean traveller's good fortune lead him, he will find hospitality 
without ostentation, purity of morals, mdependent of the dread of 
opinion, intellectual cultivation, unmixed with the desire of display, 
g^eat simplicity of life and ignorance of the world, originality of 
mind naturally arising from independence and sohtude, and the best 
because the most natural manners. Of such, I know, fix>m the 
lower shores of the Chesapeake, to the half savage territory around 
MichiHmakinack. 
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Ae ioBtnimeiit, and my father, Mr. — — — , and I took a de* 
lightful stroll under the colonnade, discussing Milton, many 
passages of which my father recited most beautifully, to 
my infinite delight and ecstacy. By and bye they went 
in, and •*— came out to walk with me. Certainly this 
climate is the most treacherous imaginable : the heat this 
morning had been intolerable, and to-night a piercing coU 
wind had arisen, that would have rendered winter clothing 
by no means superfluous. We walked rapidly up and 
down, till the bleak blast became so keen that we were 
glad to take refuge in the house. Our unfortunate carpet- 
bags and their contents are literally drenched, many of 
my goods and chattels will never recover this ablution ; 
among others, I am sorry to say, 's beautiful satchel 

Mondayf 15th» 

Our breakfast, which was extremely comfortable and clean, 
was served to us in our private room, a singular favour ; 
one, I hope, which will become a custom as the country 
is travelled through by greater numbers. Before breakfast 

D had been taking a walk about the pretty village, and 

trying to beg, borrow, or steal some flowers for me. The 
master of the inn, however, succeeded better than she did, 
for he presently made his appearance with a very beautiful 
and fragrant nosegay, which I found to my utter dismay, had 
been levied from a gentleman's private garden in my name, 
my horror was excessive at this, and was scarcely dimi- 
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nished when I discovered, upon inquiry, that they h&d 
been gathered from Mr. *s garden ; that gentleman 

having large property, and a fine residence here. He was 
not in Canandaigua himself, but as we drove past his housoy 
I left cards for his lady, who must have thought my de* 
mand on her green-house one of the greatest impertinencies 
extant. It was nine o'clock when we left Canandaigua : 
we were all a little done up with our two previous days, 
and it was unanimously settled, that we should proceed 
only to Rochester, a distance of between thirty and forty 
miles, which we accomplished by two o'clock. Rochester, 
upon whose site, I understand, twenty years ago there 
stood hardly a house, is now a large and populous manu- 
facturing town. The progress of life in this country is 
amazing. From day to day the wilderness becomes inha- 
bited, peopled, civilized ; and where yesterday the majestic 
woods were standing and the silent waters gliding in all the 
solemn solitude of unexplored nature ; to-day, the sound of 
the forge and anvil is heard, the busy feet of men pass and 
repass, their mingled voices resound, their dwellings arise. 
The wheels of a thousand mechanical miracles clash, creak, 
and jar; the vapours of a thousand steam-engines mingle with 
the hitherto lonely clouds, and the huge fins of a thousand 
steam-boats beat the waters, carrying over their hitherto un- 
disturbed surface, the vast produce of industry ; the labours, 
the arts, the knowledge, the wealth, the wonders of educa- 
tion and civilization. It is something that fills one with 
admiration ! in the old, and eke the new sense of the w(Mrd. 
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The inn at which we alighted was large and comfortable ; 
in the drawing-room I found a very tolerable piano-forte, 
to which I instantly betook myself. By the time we had 
seen our bed-rooms, and ordered dinner, we found we 
should have leisure before it was ready, to walk to the 
falls of the Genesee, (the river on which Rochester stands,) 
which have some celebrity for their beauty. A man from 
the hotel volunteered to be our guide, and joined our party. 
We walked up the main street, which was crowded, and 
full of business. From this, presently turning off, we 
followed a wider road, with houses and pretty flower- 
gardens on each side, and reached, after half a mile's walk, 
a meadow skirted by a deep ravine, through which ran 
the river, from whence we looked immediately upon the 
falls. They would be, and were, I doubt not, once beau- 
tiful ; for the barrier of rock, over which the river throws 
itself into the valley below, is of considerable breadth and 
height ; but alas ! the waters have been turned off to turn 
mills, and a thin curtain which falls over the rocks like a 
vapoury sheet of blue smoke, is all that remains of the 
Genese6 falls ^ whilst from a thousand dingy looking 
mills and manufactories, the poor little rivulets of labour- 
ing water, come rushing through narrow dirty channels, 
all stained and foaming, and hot from their work, to throw 
themselves into the thin bosom of their parent stream. 
Truly, mills and steam-engines are wonderful things, and 
I know that men mist live ; but I wish it were not expe- 
dient to destroy what God has made so very beaadfnly in 



order to make it luiefuL Oar guide, perceiving our admi- 
raiion was a good deal excited by the picturesque beauty 
of the scene, fell into a species of rhapsody, which termi- 
nated thus : ** Yes, sir, when I see the waters thus falling 
fwm the hottovfi to the top^ — ^I say, sir, when I look at the 
water falling from the bottom to the top, I can compare k 
to nothing — but— but — buV^wool out of a cotton-4niil !" 
This was an unlooked for climax, and gave us all a violent 
inclination to laugh in the face of the orator ; which how* 
ever would have been exceedingly wrong, for so sincere 
was the good man in his enthusiasm, that he was not in 
the least aware of the miraculous proceeding which he 
twice with much emphasis, ascribed to the upward failings 
watcf.t * * * * * * 

We waited in this meadow, for the passing of a train of 
rail-road carriages, which run between Rochester and a 

f This spot is famous as the scene of the last exploit of a singu- 
lar individual, known by the name of Sam Patch. An Irishman 
by birth, I beHeve, he came over to this country to earn his bread, 
and hit upon a very ingenious method of doing so, i. e., jumping 
for large wagers down cataracts ; which daring feat he performed 
successfully more than once. But, like the Sidlian diver of old, 
poor Sam Patch took one plunge too many ; and after leaping 
with impunity from the rocks immediately below the Falls of Nia- 
g^ara, he fbund his death in the Genesee—- attempting the leap, it 
is said, while in a stat^ of intoxication. 
VOL. II. 18 
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small Tillage about three miles distant, where the river wag 
said to be very beautiful. We hailed them as they weat 
by, and proceeded in them to their destination. The view 
itself, from this point, though romantic and pretty, was 
scarce worth going out of the way for : the walk back, 
however, was delightful. The river runs here through a 
deep gully, the banks rising precipitously above a hundred 
feet on each side of it. On one side, they are beautifully 
and thickly wooded ; the other presents a bare wall of red- 
dish rock, lying in very regular strata. About a mile and 
a half below the falls, the channel of the river contracts 
itself, and the water, forcing its way through some irregu- 
lar rocky projections, forms a very pretty miniature cata- 
ract. We walked along the high margin of the glen, upon 
some very thick, soft turf, looking down upon the deep 
bed of the water, and enjoying a delicious fresh breeze. 
'Tis curious enough, that upon this strip of turf, close to 
the high road, under the shelter of a group of trees, we 
found a couple of tombstones. They were carefully railed 
round, and bore the names of a man and his wife, without 
however assigning any cause for their choice of a burial- 
place so public and unhallowed. The last mile of our 
walk was by no means so agreeable as the previous part 
had been. Nearing the town, we had to leave the brink 
of the river, and follow the dusty track of the rail-road. 
When we reached Rochester, we dined: after which I 
went and lay down, and slept till tea time. When I came 
down to tea, found the gentlemen profoundly busied : 
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writing home, — Mr. — r- journalizirig, — my father poring 
over ma^s and road-hooks, to find out if we could not pos- 
sihly get as far as Niagara to-morrow. 



Tuesday^ 16th» 

Had to get up hefore I'd half done my sleep. At six 
started from Rochester for Murray, where, we purposed 
breakfasting. Just as we were nearing the inn at this same 
place, our driver took it into his head to give us a taste of 
his quality. We were all earnestly engaged in a discus- 
sion^ when suddenly I felt a tremendous sort of stunning 
blow, and as soon as I opened my eyes, found that the 
coach was overturned, lying completely on its side. I 
was very comfortably curled up under my father, who by 
heaven's mercy did not suffocate me ; opposite sat D-— , 
as white as a ghost, with her forehead cut open, and an 
awful-looking streahi of blood falling from it ; by her stood 

Mr. , also as pale as ashes ; was perched like a 

bird above us all on the edge of the door-way, which was 
open. The first thing I did was to cry as loud as ever I 
could, " I'm not hurt ! I'm not hurt !" which assurance I 
shouted sufficiently lustily to remove all anxiety from their 
minds. The next thing was to get my father up, in ac- 
complishing which he trampled upon me most cruelly. As 
soon as I was relieved from his mountainous pressure, I 

got up, and saw to my dismay, two men carrying Mr. 

into the house. We were all convinced that some of his 
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limbs were broken. I ran after as qniekly as I couM, and 
presently the house was like an hospital. They carried 
him into an upper roont), and laid him on a bed : here too 
they brought D , all white and bleeding. Our hand- 
baskets and bags were jransacked for salts and eau de co- 
logne ; cold water, hot water, towels, and pocket handker- 
chief were called into requisition ; and I widi my clothes 
all torn and one shoulder all bruised and cut, went from 
the one to the other in utter dismay. Presently, to my 
great relief, Mr. — revived, and gave ample testimony 
of having the use of his limbs, by getting up, and in the 
most skilful manner plastering poor D— 's broken brow 
up. — went in quest of my father, who had received a 
violent blow on his leg, and was halting about, looking 
after the baggage, and the driver, who had escaped un- 
hurt.* The chief cause of our misfortune was the eco- 
nomy with which the stage-coaches are constructed in this 
thrifty land, — that is, they have but one door, and of course 
are obliged to be turned round much oftener than if they 

• Although nobody, I believe, ever travelled a hundred miles 
by land in this country, without beii^ overturned, the drivers de- 
serve infinite credit for the rare occurrence of accidents. How 
they can carry a coach at all over some of their roads is ,nuracu- 
lous ; and high pnuse is due to them, both for care and sldU, that 
any body, in any part of this country, ever arrives at the end of 
a land journey at all. I do not ever remember to have seen six- 
in-hand driving except in New England, where it is common, and 
where the stage-drivers are great adepts in their mystery. 



liad turou In wheeling mi Aevefbre rapidly np to the ion, 
and turning the coach with? the side that had a door Up- 
wards the house, we struBg^tnrer and fell. While the 
coach was being repaired,' and -the horses changed, we, 
bonnd up, bruised, and achihgi»1iii*/«till very merry, sat 
down to breakfast. Mr. ^,r«tKb^^d been merely stun- 
ned, seized on the milk and, honey, and stuffed away with 

^reat zeal ; poor D was the roost deplorable of the 

party, with a bloody handkerchief bound over one>half her 
face ; I only ached a little ; and I believe '■ " escaped 
with a scratch on his finger ; so, seeing it was no worse^ 
we thanked God, and devoured. After breakfast, we 
packed ourselves again in our vehicle, and progressed. 
Mr. — - had procured for me a bunch of flowers, and I 
amused myself with making a wreatli of them. Our route 
lay over what is called the Ridge road, a very remarkable 
tract, pursuing a high embankment, which was. once the 
boundary of Lake Ontario, though the waters are now dis- 
tant from it upwards of seven miles. The theories of the 
geologists respecting the former position of the lake are 
very singular, though borne out by similar instances of 
natural convulsions, and also by the very features of the 
land. The country through which we journeyed to-day 
was wilder and less cultivated than any we have yet seen. 
A great deal of forest land, consisting of close, thin, tall 
second growth springing around the stump of many a huge 
tree ; thick, tangled underwood, marsh, and damp, green 
wilderness, where the grass and bushes trailed about in 

18* 
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rank luxuriance ; and piles of felled timber, with here and . 
there a root yet smoking, bore witness to the first inroads 
of human cultivation. None of the trees that were stand- 
ing were of any girth, or comparable in size and beauty to 
our park trees ; but somfe of the stumps were of large size, 
and must have been the foundations of noble forest pillars. 
Our road, after leaving the Ridge road, was horrible. For 
some length of time before weirefached Lockport, we were 
dragged over what is called a corduroy road, which con- 
sists merely of logs of wood laid close to each other,— the 
natural inequalities of which produce a species of jolting 
incomparably superior to any other I ever felt, and ad- 
ministering but little comfort, either to our bruised bones 
or apprehensive nerves. We reached Lockport at about 
four o'clock. There had been rain in the course of the 
morning, but the evening was clear, though very cold. 
The appearance of Lockport is very singular,— a collec- 
tion of new white houses, that look as though they were 
but this instant finished, standing in a half-cleared wilder- 
ness. All round the town, if such it may be called, stretch 
the remains of the once pathless woods, half cleared, half 
savage-looking yet ; and, as far as the eye can reach, the 
country presents a series of dreary slopes, covered with 
prostrate trees, heaps of hewn timber, smoking stumps, 
and blackened trunks, — a sort of forest stubble-land, a very 
desolate-looking thing indeed. The house where we stop- 
ped appeared to be hardly finished. We ordered dinner ; 
and I forthwith began kindling a fire, which was extremely 
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welcome to us all. I was very much btuised with our 
morning's overtam, and went and lay down in my bed- 
room^ where I presently slept profoundly. 



'Wednesday^ 17th» 

At nine o'clock we started from Lockport : before doing so, 
however, we went down to the canal-side to look at the 

works, which are here very curious and interesting. 

ran into a bookseller's shop, and got 's book for me, 

which he was going to pounce upon without knowing 

what it was ; and , for some reasons best known to 

himself, snatched it away from him, saying it was a book 
which he was sure he would not like. The road between 
Lockport and Lewistown is very pretty ; and we got out 
and walked whenever the horses were changed. At one 
place where we stopped, I saw a meek-eyed, yellowish- 
white cart horse, standing with a man's saddle on his 
back. The opportunity was irresistible, and the desire, 
too ; I had not backed a horse for so long ; so I got up 
upon the amazed quadruped woman's fashion, and took a 
gallop through the fields, with infinite risk of falling off, 
and proportionate satisfaction. We reached Lewistown at 
about noon, and anxious inquiries were instituted as to 
how our luggage was to be forwarded when on the other 
side ; for we were exclusive extras y-^dxid for creatures so 
above common fellowship there is no accommodation in 
this levelling land. A ferry and a ferry-boat, however, it 
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appeared there were/— and thither we made our way. 
While we were waiting for the boat I climbed out o& the 
branches of a huge oak, which grew over the banks of the 
river, which here rise nearly a hundred feet high. Thos 
comfortably perched like a bird 'twixt heaven and earth, I 
copied off some verses which I had scrawled just before 
leaving Lockport. The ferry-boat being at length pro- 
cured, we got into it. The day was sultry ; the heat in- 
tolerable. The wafer of this said river Niagara is of a 
most peculiar colour, like a turquoise when it turns green. 
It was like a thick stream of verdigris, full of pale, milky 
streaks, whirls, eddies, and counter-currents, and looked 
as if it was running up by one bank, and down by the 
other. I sat in the sun, on the floor of the boat, revising 
my verses. « ♦ « » * 

^ 7P» tF tI* w tF 

# * # % # # 

Arrived on the other side, i. e. Canada, there was a second 
pause, as to how we were to get conveyed to the fails. 

My father, , and D betook themselves to an inn 

by the road-side, which promised information and assistance ; 

and and I clambering up the heights of Queens- 

ton, sat ourselves down under some bushes, whence we 
looked towards Lake Ontario, and where he told mc the 
history of the place ; how his countrymen had thumped 
my countrymen upon this spot, and how the English 
general Brock had fallen, near where we sate. A monu- 
ment in the shape of a stone pillar had been erected to 
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his mcunory, and to the U^ of this -»^ betook himself to 
recoiinmtre, which ambitious expedition I felt no inclina- 
tion to share. Afler he had been gone some time, I thought 
I perceived signs of stirring down by the inn door; I 
toiled u];> the hill to the base of the pillar to fetch him, and 
we proceeded down to the rest of the party. An uneasy- 
looking, rickety cart, without springs, was the sole convey- 
ance we could obtain, and into this we packed ourselves. 

brought me some beautiful roses which he had been 

stealing for me, and — — gave me a glass of milk, with 
which restoratives I comforted myself, and we set forth. 
Aa we squeaked and creaked (I mean our vehicle) up the 

hill, I thought either my father's or ^'s weight, quite 

enough to have broken the whole down, but it did not 
happen. My mind was eagerly dwelling on what we 

were going to see : that sight which said was the 

only one in the world which had not disappointed him. 
I felt absolutely nervous with expectation. The sound 
of the cataract is, they say, heard within fifteen miles when 
the wind sets favourably : to-day however there was no 
wind : the whole air was breathless with the heat of mid- 
summer, and though we stopped our wagon once or twice 
to listen as we approached, all was profoundest silence. 
There was no motion in the leaves of the trees, not a cloud 
sailing in the sky, everything was as though in a bright 
warm death. When we were within about three miles of 

the falls, just before entering the village of Niagara, 

stopped the wagon, and then we heard distinctly, though 
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far off, the voice of the mighty cataract. Looking over the 
woods which appeared to overhang the course of the river, 
we beheld one silver cloud rising slowly into the sky — the 
everlasting incense of the waters. A perfect frenzy of impa- 
tience seized upon me. I could have set off and run the whole 
way, and when at length the carriage stopped at the door 

of the Niagara House, waiting neither for my father, D , 

nor , I rushed through the hall, and the garden, down 

the steep foot-path cut in the rocks. I heard steps behind 

me, was following me ; down, down I sprang, and 

along the narrow foot-path, divided only by a thicket (torn 
the tumultuous rapids, I saw through the boughs the white 
glimmer of that sea of foam — *'Go on, go on, don't 

stop," shouted , and in another minute the thicket 

was passed. I stood upon Table Rock. seized me 

by the arm, and without speaking a word, dragged me 
' to the edge of the rapids, to the brink of the abyss. I saw 
Niagara — Oh God ! who can describe that sight ! ! ! 



THE END. 
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In 1 volume, 18mo. 

THE INSURGENTS. 

An Historical Tale. In 2 volumes, 12mo. 



JULIAN FARQUHARSON, or the CONFESSIONS OF A POET 

In 2 volumes, 12mo. 



HORSE-SHOE ROBINSON. 

A TALE OF THE TORY ASCENDENCY, 

Vi THE ArXHOR OF SWALLOW BARN. IN 2 VOLS. 12niO. 

AURUNGZEBE; 
A TALE OF ALRASCHID. 
An Eastern Tale. In 2 volumes r2mo. 



THE CANTERBURY TALES. 

BY SOPHIA AND HARRIET LE&. 



'* Tb«re are fine things in the * The Canterbury Tales.* Nothing of fieott's 
is finer than ' The German Tale.' I admired it when a boy, and have con> 
tinned to liJte what I did then. This, I remember, particularly affected me.** 
— Lord Byron. 

** To read the Canterbury Tales of the Misses Lee once more, Is a species of 
temporary regeneration. There is scarcely any educated person of this cen- 
tury who has not, at some time or ot2.er, of youth, drawn a sincere pleasure 
from these pages. The different tales have been to many like turning down 
a leaf in life; we ean find our place again in juvenile existence by the asso- 
eiations connected with them. The Omcer's Tale, perhaps, was read on *ome 
sunny bank in a pleasant land— a stolen pleasure. The Young Lady*s Tale un* 
folded all its intricacy on some fair sofa of a well -remembered apartment. On 
the German Tale, perhaps, two heartabeat in unison, trembled in harmony, 
and, when sharing a mutual agitation, two heads bent over the mystic page, 
they turned round to see each other's fi-ight reflected in well-known and well- 
loved features. Even now we feel a shiver running over the frame, as we call 
to mind the fearful whisper of the name of Kruitsner, amidst the silent throng 
of a kneeling congregation in the cathedral. Such a momoria teekniea has its 
charm ; and we may be pardoned for approaching this number of ' The Standard 
Novels* with feelings of ftr more interest than we take up any new novel of 
the day.**— -8>«c<«tor. 



THE MAYOR OF WIND GAP. 

BY THE AirrHOR OF THR 0*IIARA TALES. 2 VOLS. 12inO. 



MY COUSIN NICHOLAS. 1 Vol, 



THE WIFE'S BOOK. A MARRIAGE PRESENT. 



V«ir 'Woit^Uf pvlilUlMd !» J* C«rey« IteAf 4& 



LEGENDS OF THE LIBRARY AT LIUEa 

mr THB LOteD AMD I^ADT THSBX. 

In 2 vds. 12ma 

" Two deligbtftil ▼okimei, yariooi, gracefbl, with the pfttlKM •zquisitelj 
relieved by gaiety ; and the romantic legend well contracted by the liyelj 
■ketch from actual existence. **—X4<«r«ry Oaxetu. 

" The author of theae volamea Bierita naeh higher praiae titaa araet of the 
pretenden to the palm of genius."— Sa/t. American, 



FRANKENSTEIN, 

OR, THE MODERN PROMETHEUS. 

BT MRS. flOaELLET. In 2 TOLVMBB, 12lXia 

** The romance of a child of genius. *—Cannin£. 

** One of those original conceptions that take hold of the publie mind at 
once and for ever.*'— Jbfoore'« I4fe iff Byron, 

"Certainly one of the most original works that ever proceeded from a 
female pen.*'— Zitemry Oaiuite. 

" This work will be uoirersally acceptable.**— jft/<«. 

** Perhaps there is ifo modem invention which has taken more thorough 
hold of the popular imagination than Frankenstein.**— ^M<a(»r. 



WILL WATCH, 
OR THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

BT TEX AVTROR OW OATBNDIBH, &€. 8 TOIA 12llia 



THE PRINCESS. 

BT LADT MORGAN, AUTHOR OV .FLORENCE MACARTHT O^DONNKLL, 

&c. 2 vols. 12mo. 



THE MOST UNFORTUNATE MAN IN THE WORLD. 

BT OAPTAIH OlAMIBa, AOTHOK OF TBt LIFE OF ▲ SAXLeJl, ftC. 9 TOLS. 19mO. 



THE MODERN- CYMON. 

From the Jean of C. Paul de Eock, Author of Andrew the 
Savoyard, &o. In 3 vols. 12Bia 

*' De Koek is quite unrivalled in his sketehes of Parisian soeiety. There is 
much character and spirit thrown into the translation, and the dialoguee are 
excellent.**— Ztt. Oaiatu. 

*' A good translation of a clever work. Paul de Koek paints to the life the 
bourgeois of ?airi».''—jStheiutum. 

** W« eaanot withhold our applause of the snbtle spirit of Aia, the flne 
dramatic taet, and the natural portraiture of character.^— jiue«. 
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THE 

WONDROUS TALE OF ALROY. 

THE 

RISE OF ISKANDER. 
BY D'ISRAELI, 

AUTHOR OF VIVIAN ORET, THE YOUNG DUKE, CONTARINI FLEMING^ 

&C. &c. die. 

TWO VOLUMES, 12mo. 



LOVE AND PRIDE. 
A NOVEL. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF SAYINGS AND DOINGS. 

In 2 vols. 12mo. • 



NEWTON FORSTER, 

OR THE MERCHANT SERVICE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF PETER SIMPLE, &C 

In 2 vola 12mo. 



THE BUCCANEER, 

A TALE, 

BY MRS. S. C. HALL, 
AUTHOR OF " SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER," &C. 

In 2 vols. 12mo. From the 3d London edition. 

"This work belongs to the historic school; but it has that talent which 
bestows its own attraction on whatever subject its peculiar taste may select.** 
— Lit. Oazette, 

"An admirable historical romance, fulLof interest, and with many new 
views of character. The plot is extremely well conceived, very artful and 
progressing, the story never flags, and you o^en at once upon the main inter- 
est.** — .Wto Mmthly Magatine. 

TYLNEY HALL-A novel. 
By Thomas Hood, Author of the " Comic Annual," &c. In 2 

vols. 12rao. 

*' At but, after bavioe been ob the Io(A-oat for this loog promiwd novd. witb much such inntience m 
th* tdradboT wktcba for the enckoo, who reniaiDing uawen, •till keepe him in queet of ber, bv attmnf 
•ome tnntaliBBff not* cIom in his neigbhourhood. At last, we have {airly bud bold of ttiis WUl vf th* 
V7isp of a book, the first of ito kind, bat we hope not the last."— .ft ''encum. 

CALAVAR; 

OR THE KNIGHT OF THE CONQUEST. 

BY DR. BIRD. 2 VOLS. 12m0. 



Heir TTorlU) pnlilUbed l»y CareT^y Z<««f A BlaoMluwA* 

NEW GIL BLAS, 

QR, PEDRO OP PENAPLOR. 

BY R. D. IN6LI8, AUTHOR OF SPAIPT IN 1830. 

Ill 2 VOLS. 12ma 

** The whole work it very amiuing."— Ztterary Oaz§ae. 

" Those who want a few boun of pleasant reading are not likely to meet 
with a book more to their taste."— .iftAfiusKM. 

** The labor and power, as well as knowledge, displayed — the 'IVewGII Hu' 
deserves to stand forth to the public view with every advantage. Wa have 
read these volumes with great dclight.^—JIfcCre'po/ttan. 



EBEN ERSKINE, 
OR, THE TRAVELLER. 

BY JOHN' 6ALT, AUTHOR OF LAWRIB TODD, ENTAIL, &0. 

iM 2 VOLS. 12mo. 

" A clever and intelligent author. There Js a quaint humor and observance 
of character in his novels, that interest me very much ; and when he chooses 
tobe nathetic, he fools one to his beut ; for, I assure you, the * Entail* beguiled 
me or some portion of watery humors, yclept tears, albeit unused to the melt- 
ing mood. He has a sly caustic humor that is very amusing." — Lard Byrmt t» 
Ladjf BUsHngUm. 

** One of the remarkable characteristics of Gait, is to be found in the rare 
power he possesses of giving such an appearance of actual ^ruth to his narra- 
tive, as induces the reader to doubt whether that which he is perusing, under 
the name of a novel, be not rather a statement of amusing facts, than an 
invented story." 



ROSIJM^EI LiAVAIi, 

BY MR. SMITH. 

An American Novel. In 1 volume, 12mo. 

" The perusal of a few pages of the work must impress every reader with 
the opinion that the writer is no ordinary person." — JWu. Oazette. 

•' His pages abound with passages of vigor and beauty, with mueb ftind 
for abstract thought; and with groups of incidents which not only fix the 
attention of the reader, but awake his admiration."— PJU/. Oaz«Ue^ 

" It is one uf the most pleasing, chaste, and spirited productions that we 
have met with for a long time. We may claim it with pride as an American 
production."— £a/t. Gazettt, 

CECIL HYDE.— A novel, in 2 vols. 12mo. 
* This ia a new • Pelham.* It is altogether a novel of mannera, and painls 
with truth, and a lively, sketchy spirit, the panorama of &iiuoiiable life.** 
— Atlat. 



THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP JACK KETCH. 
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THE LIBRARY OF ROMANCE, 

WHICH CONBISTf OF A SUIIBI OT 

ORIGINAL TALE9, NOVELS, AND OTHEB. WORKS OF FICTION. 

BT Tm HOST KMINXNT WKITKM OF THE AflE, AKD XDITKD BT 

Lkitch Ritchie, Em^ 



VOL.L 

THE GHOST-HUNTER AND HIS FAMILY, by Mr. 
BAinM, author of the OUara Tales, is universally acknow- 
ledged to be the most talented and extraordmary work that 
has issued from the press for many years. 

" Mr. Banim has put forth all tbe vigor that belongs to the old O'Hara 
Tales, and avoided the weakness that sallied his subsequent efibrts."— .^tAe- 

*' There is more tenderness, more delicacy shown in the development of female 
character, than we have ever before met with in the works of this powerful 
novelist. 

" Banira never conceived a character more finely than the young Ghost-Hun- 
ter, Morris Brady. It is a bold tnd striking o'dlline"— Author qf Eugene 
Aram. 



Vol. VIII. 

WALDEMAR, 

A TAU5 OP THE THIRTY YEARS' WAR. 
BT W. H. HARRISON, AUTHOK OF TALES ^F A PHYSICIAN, &e. 



SCHINDERHANNES, THE ROBBER OP THE RHINE, 

BY THE EDITOR. 

** It If long since we have ibet with so Void, spirited, and original a story.*' 
— lAierary OazfUe. 

** We now once more recommend the work itself, and the series, of which 
it is a worthy volume, to tbe public." — JltkeiuBum 

"Decidedly one of the best romances we have ever read.** — Court Journal. 

** Mr. Ritchie's Tales sometimes amount to the sublime, either in the terri- 
M« exigency or tbe melting pathos of the event, or in tlie pieto^esque energy 
of the description. — Schinderhannes may be esteemed as the best work of tic- 
tioB for which we are indebted to his pen.^^—jStlat. 
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V0L.IIL 

WALTHAM, 

A NOVEL. 

*' Certain we are that very few of our modem novels can produce a chari»- 

^er more admirably drawn than that of Murdock Macara, and Johnson tin 

quondam tutor ; Mr. Bolton and Uulson are sketches that no one but a mto 

of talent could have conceived, and none but a master could have filled up.*"— 

London Monihljf Magazine. 

" It is a publication of no ordinary merit, is written with considerable pow- 
er, and embodies a story of deep interest. The Library of Romance hai 
already an extensive circulation, and deserves still greater. 

" The numbers published thus far, are devoted to works of the best descrip- 
tion, and are calculated to entertain without offending a single moral pre- 
cept." — Penn. Inquirer. 

" There are some fine passages, and touches of strong descriptive powers of 
nature and characters."— J7a/t. Amer. 

Vol. IV. 
THE STOLEN CHILD, 

A TALE OF THE TOWN. 

BY JOHN OALT. 

" The auto-biograjAy in this volume is equal to Mr. Gait's best days, and 
even his subordinate characters are worthy to be recorded in the Annals of 
the Parish.**— .^tA«7Mntm. 

" The Stolen Child is a most cleverly managed story. 

" We do not think any one ever exceeded Mr. Gait in sketching national 
portraits—they are preserved as if for a museum of natural cariosities.**— 
Lit. Oat. 

" A story of considerable interest.*'— i?a/t. Cfazette, 

Vol. V. 
THE BONDMAN, 

A TALE OF THE TIMES OF WAT TYLER. 

" A very picturesque and interesting story, and laid during a period which 
well deserves illustration.'* — Lit. Gax. 

" One of those stirring narrations that give a picture of the times, and take 
along the reader with the events, as if fie was indeed a part of what he read. 
This series of romances has thus for maintained its character fbr novelty and 
racincss, and while the whole is worthy of especial commendation, each num- 
ber is in itself a complete ftory.** — U. S. Gazette. 

'* The narrative embraces one of the most interesting periods of English his- 
tory, and is full of life and spirit. The character of Wat Tyler is well depict- 
ed." — Bolt. Gazette. 

Vol. VI. 
THE SLAVE-KING, 

FROM THE " BUG-JAROAL" OT VICTOR HUGO. 

" In this abridged tale from Victor Hugo, may the readers of wonderful in- 
cidents 'woo terror to delight* them. The attention is aroused, and maintain- 
ed to a frenzied state of excitement anxious to be satisfied with similar de- 
tails."— -tfw. Sentinel. 

Vol. VII. 

TALES OF THE CARAVANSERAI. 

THE KHAN'S TALE. 

BT J. B. FRAZIER. 



■MMMM*. 
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Cooper^ New NoveL 

THE HEADSMAN, 

A New Novel, by the Author of the Spy, Pilot, dta In 2 vol%^ 
12iiio. ^ 



THE PARSON'S DAUGHTER. 

BY THfiODORB HOOK, AU1VK>R GW BAYINQB AND DOINGS, &C. 

Ill 2 YGus. 12ma 

** We proeeed to aaare tlie rtader, who has it belbre him, that he will onjoj 
•a ioteliectaal treat of no mean order. The principal feature of iu eicel- 
lence ia an all-en|rowinf Interest, which interest is mainly attributable to the 
extreme rraisemblance of its incidents, and the fidelity with which each 
eliaracter supports its indiTiduality. In it tliere is as mudi inrention and 
originality as we haye ever met with in a modern novel, be the author who 
he nuLy."—M$trop0iiUn, 

" The mmral of the tale carries toaviclion as to the Justness of its appliea- 
luUty, and the incidents flk>w as naturally as the stream of events in ^vwy^ 
day life."— /Wrf. 

" Here is a novel from a deservedly popular author, written with great ease 
and sprightliness.**— .^ftAMusMM. 



SWALLOW BARN, 

OR, A SOJOURN IN THE OLD DOMINION. 

In 2 vols. 12ina 

'* We cannot but predict a warm reeeption of this work among all persons 
who have not lost their relish for nature and probability, as wellas all those 
who can properlv estimate the beauties of simplicity ia thought and Expres- 
sion."— Aiw York Mirror. 

" One of the cleverest of the last publications written on this or the other 
side of the Atlantic."— Alw York Oiurior amd Enquiror. 

" The style is admirable, and the sketches of character, men, and scenery, 
so fresh and agreeable, that we cannot help feeling that they are drawn from 
nature.** 



THE DOMINIE'S LEGACY, 

Consisting of a Series of Tales illustrative of the Scenery and 
Manners of Scotland. In 2 vols. 12nK>. 

** These pages are pictures from scenes whose impress of truth tells that the 
author has taken them as an eve-witness ; and many are rich ia quiet, sim- 
ple pathos, which is evidently ais forte."— Xitsrery Gazette. 



GALE MIDDLETON, A Novel, by Hosacs SmTn, Author of 
Brambletye House, Slc In 2 vols. 12ma 



TRSTAIiTAN, ▲ Novel, by the Author of Marriage im High 

Life. In3 vda. 
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Vol. HL 
WALTHAM, 

A NOVEL. 

** Certain we are tbat very few of our modem novels can jM'oduce a charts 
^er more admirably drawn than that of Murdock Macara, and Johnson the 
quondam tutor ; Mr. Bolton and Uulson are sketches that no one but amao 
of talent could have conceived, and none but a master could have filled up."— 
London MontJUjf Magazine. 

" It is a publication of no ordinary merit, is written with considerable pow- 
er, and embodies a story of deep interest. The Library of Romance hai 
already an extensive circulation, and deserves still greater. 

'* The numbers published thus far, are devoted to works of the best descrip- 
tion, and are calculated to entertain without offending a single moral pre- 
cept." — P»nn. Inquirer. 

" There are some fine passages, and touches of strong descriptive powers of 
nature and characters."— J7alt. w9i»«r. 

Vol. IV. 
THE STOLEN CHILD, 

A TALE OF THE TOWN. 

BY JOHN OALT. 

** The auto-biograjAy in this volume is equal to Mr. Galt*s best days, and 
even his subordinate characters are worthy to be recorded in the Annals of 
the Parish."— .^«A«n«ttm. . 

" The Stolen Child is a most cleverly managed story. 

" We do not think any one ever exceeded Mr. Gait in sketching national 
portraits—they are preserved as if for a museum of natural curiosities."— 
Lit. Oat. 

*' A story of eonsiderable interest."— £a/t. Oazette. 

Vol. V. 
THE BONDMAN, 

A TALE OF THE TIMES OF WAT TYLER. 

" A very picturesque and interesting story, and laid during a period which 
well deserves illustration."- Z.tt. Gai. 

" One of those stirring narrations that give a picture of the times, and take 
along the reader with the events, as if fie was indeed a part of what he read. 
This series of romances has thus for maintained its character fbr novelty and 
racincss, and while the whole is worthy of especial commendation, each num- 
ber-is in itself a complete story." — U. S. Oazette. 

" The narrative embracel one of the most interesting periods of English his- 
tory, and is full of life and spirit. The character of Wat Tyler is well depict- 
ed."— J?a/t Gazette. 

Vol. VI. 
THE SLAVE-KING, 

FROM THE " BUG-JAROAL" OT VICTOR HUGO. 

" In this abridged tale from Victor Hugo, may the readers of wonderful in- 
cidents 'woo terror to delight* them. The attention is aroused, and maintain- 
ed to a frenzied state of excitement anxious to be satisfied with similar de- 
tails."— .«^. SentiTiel. 

Vol. VII. 

TALES OF THE CARAVANSERAI. 

THE KHAN'S TALE. 

BT J. B. FRAZIBR. 
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Cooper^ New NoveL 



THE HEADSMAIf, 

A New Novel, by the Atithor of the Spy, Pilot, dta In 2 volv 

12IBO. ^ 



THE PARSON'S DAUGHTER. 

BY THfiODORB HOOK, XVTBOR GW SATINCW AND DOINGS, &C. 

IN 2 Yots, 12ino. 

*' We proeeed to aaare tlie reader, who has it before him, that he will enjoj 
an intellectual treat of no mean oitder. The principal feature of its eicel- 
lence ia an all-encrowinf interest, which interest is mainly attributable to the 
extreme TraisemDlance of its incidents, and the fidelity with which each 
character aupports its indiTiduality. In it there is as much invention and 
originality as we hare ever met with in a modern novel, be the author who 
he satiy.^'—MetngioiUau. 

" The moral of the tale carries tonviction as to the Jostoess of its applica- 
bilityi and the incidents flow as naturally as the stream of events in every- 
day life."— /Wrf. 

** Here is a novel firom a deservedly popular author, written with great ease 
and sprightliness." — Jttkmtmum. 



SWALLOW BARN, 

OR, A SOJOURN IN THE OLD DOMINION. 

In 2 vols. 12ina 

'* We cannot but predict a warm reeeption of this work among all persons 
who have not lost their relish for nature and probability, as well as all those 
>nrlK> can properly estimate the beauties of simplicity in thought and ^zi^es- 
sion." — JV^ York Mirror. 

" One of the cleverest of the last publications written on this or the other 
side of the Atlantic"— Alns York Courier and Enquirer. 

" The style is admirable, and the sketches of character, men, and scenery, 
so fresh and agreeable, that we cannot help iSseling that they are drawn from 
nature.'* 



THE DOMINIE'S LEGACY, 

Consisting of a Series of Tales illustrative of the Scenery and 
Manners of Scotland. In 2 vols. 12nK>. 

** These pages are pictures from scenes whose impress of truth tells that the 
author has taken them as an eye-witness ; and many are rich in quiet, sim- 
ple pathos, which is evidently his forte."— Z.it«r«ry GazeOe. 



GALE MDODLETON, A Novel, by Hosacs SmTn, Author of 
Brambletye House, Sie. In 2 vols. 12mo. 



TREVAliTAN, ▲ Novel, by the Author of Marriage im High 

life. In 3 vols. 
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DELOKAINE, 

A Novel, in 2 Vols. 

BY W. GODWIN, AUTHOR OF CALEB WILLIAMS, &^. &C. 

" We always regarded the novels of Godwin as grand productions. No om 
ftver more forcibly portrayed the workings of the mind, whether it were in iti 
Joyous hilarity of happiness, or in the sublime agonies of despair. His tales, 
if we may so express it, have each but one character, and one end ; but that 
character, how all-absorbing in interest, and how vividly depicted; and that 
end, how coueistent with its preliminaries, how satisfactory, and how beauti* 
ful V— Metropolitan. 



FORTUNES OF PEKKIN WARBECK.— a romancb. 

BT MR8.. SHELLEY, AUTHOR OF IHANXENSTEIN, &,C. &C. 2 TOI& 12mo. 

** We must content ourselves by commending the good use our &h 
author has made of her materid, which she has invested virith the sprnoe 
and existence of her own poetical imagination. The character of Monia 
is a conception as original as it is exquisite." — Lit. Gazette, 

" The author of Frankenstein has made a romance of mat and endaring 
interest. We recommend Perkin Warbeck to the piHsiic attention, it 
cannot fail to interest as a novel, while it may impart useful instruction as 
a history." — Com. Advertiser. 



ASMODEUS AT LARGE, 

A FICTION. 

BY BULWEB, AUTHOR OF PELHA.M, EUGENE ARAM, du?. 

" This is another admirable production from the prolific pen of Mr. Bulwer— 
distinguished by the same profundity of thought and matchless humor which 
are so happily combined in all his writings." — Baltimore Weekig Mestenger. 

** Our readers have felt that the impassioned pen of the author of Eugene 
Aram has not lost its power in these sketches."--JV. Y. Jimeri^M. 



^i»» ^uHUn'H fiotieto^ eomiilrtr* 

EMMA, A Novel, by Miss Austen, 2 vols. 

SENSE AND SENSIBILITY, 2 voIb. 
MANSFIELD PARK, 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, 
NORTHANGER ABBEY, 
PERSUASION, 
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" There are few works of fiction, so aeeeptable in republication as t|M Nor* 
els of Miss Austen. 

" They never weary, their interest is never lost, for, as in the prints of Ho- 
garth, we find fresh matter for admiration upon every renewal of onr ac- 
quaintance. In her works the scene is before us with all the reality of the 
world, and, free from the engrossment of acting a part in it^ wo discover points 
of interest which a divided attention had overlooked. 

" Her merit considered, her perfection in one style. Miss Austen is the worst 
appreciated Novelist of her time. The Quarterly Review, (to its honor be it 
remembered,) was the first critical authority which did Justice to her merits, 
and that after the grave closed over her unconscious and modest genius. 

" It is remarkable that Scott, who noticed with praise many iafcrjor aathon, 
never mentioned Miss Austen.'*— HMmiiur. 
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New W^rkS) psMislied by Carer* I^ea? & Blanebard. 



THREE YEARS IN THE PACIFIC, including notices of 
Brasily Ckiliy Bolivia, and Peru. In one vol* Bj an Offi- 
cer of the United States' Navy. 

** The \90xk embraces copious descriptions of the countries visited ; gnu^c 
■oooonts of the state of society; brief notices of the history, state or the 
arts, climate, and the future prospects of those interesting parts of our conti- 
nent ; reft>ectins which the citizens of the United States are supposed to 
care raucn. but know so little." 

" FgJl of novelty and valuable details. The American reader will greatly 
add to his fund of iaeos concerning South America by its perusal.'* — Chronicle. 

"The author's graphic abilities — the pure acquaintance he displavs with 
the Spanish language, renders his book at once pleasing and useral. — Oaz, 

** Such contributions to our stock of ideas and literature, deserve a warmer 
wrioome and wider patronage than the common-place or extravagant ficti<Mas 
of the day."— National Gazette. 

" Much new and valuaUe information, imbodied in excellent lanffoage ; 
ihtre cannot be a moment's doubt of its popularity." — Jour, of Bellet Lelirei. 

liETTERS ON THE UNITED STATES. Letters to a Gen- 
tleman in Germany, written after a trip iVom Philadelphia 
to Niairaray edited by Dr. Francis liieber, in one vol. 8vo. 

" Tlie mingling of anecdote, the abrupt breaks, psrsonni narration, illustrative 
comparisons, and general style of the work, frive it an interest that will ensure 
to the book general perusal— white the philosophical tone which oecasionally 
pervades its padres cannot fail of commending them to the approval of the 
reflectins."— Cr. 8. Gazette. 

** We have read this work with great satisfhction and interest. It abounds 
with characteristic anecdotes, graphic descriptions, and principles which do 
honour to the head and hoart of the author." — JWit. Intelligencer. 

The style of these Letters is, in general, very good ; sometimes poetical and 
eloquent. 

"Here is a well written scries of Letters, by a learned German, who has 
lived long enough among ns, it appears, to examine the peculiarities of our 
government and habits, with the impartial eye of a philosopher." — BuMmore 
foper. 

" This is a very agreeable book— rambling, sprightly, anecdotical, and withal, 
interspersed with mnch useful and practical information, and keen andaeeurate 
observation."— JWw York American. 

SKETCHES OF SOCKErTT IN GREAT BRITAIN AND 
IRELAND. By C. S. Stewart, M. A., Chaplain of the 
United States' Navvy author of «« A Visit to the South Seas,^ 
M A Residence in the Sandwich Islands,'* &c. In two vols. 
12mo. 

'* Some of his sketches are beautiful descriptions ; others are finished pictures. 
Tht charm of these volumes consists in tlie distinct view which the author 
gives us (wf the scenery, the country, the cities and towns, the aristocrasyythe 
churches,— iu one word, the thousand particulars, which, togethsr, sousUTute 
what is called the state of society."— /2ii/<^joi(« Telegraph. 

" We have seldom perused a work with so pleasant an interest. The sontents 
are various and racy, epistolary transcripts of the author's mind, published just 
as written, without revisions, and with all the glogs snd flreshaess of first and 
original impressions about them. The work is full of living pictures." 

** His observations on men and manners, in his description of the different 
scenes to which his pilgrimage was extended, are given io a style of the most 
flowing and attractive kind."— A*. T. Courier. 

/THIRTT TEARS* CORRESPONDENCE, between John 
Jehby D. D. F. R. S*, Bishop of Limerick, ArdfeHU and 
Aghadoe ; and Alexander Knox. Esq., M. R. I. A. Edited 
by the Rev. Chartes Fonter, B. D., perpetual curate of Ash 
next Sandwich; formerly, domestic Chaplain to Bishop 
Jebb. In two vols. Svo. 



Neiw 'WvriUf pn-bliabed by Carey« !•••« *> B1aii«]uurd* 



BRIDGSWATEiR TREiATISES. 



This serief of Treatites is published under the fbUuwin^ circum- 
stajices: — 

N 

The Right Honorable and Rev. Francis Hknrt, E^l of Bridge- 
water, died in the month of February, 18S5 ; he directed certain trus- 
tees therein nomed, to invest in the public funds, the sum of eight 
thousand pounds sterling; this sum, with the accruing dividends 
thereon, to be held at the disposal of the President, for the time being, 
of the Royal Society of London, to be paid to the person or persons 
nominated by him. The Testator farther directed, that the person or 
persons selected by the said President, should be apjpointed to write, 
print and publish one thousand copies of a work, on the Power, Wis- 
dom, and Goodness of God, as manifested in the Creation ; illustra- 
ting such work, by all reasonable arguments, as, for instance, the va- 
riety and formation of God^s creatures in the Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Kingdoms ; the efiect of digestion, and, thereby, of oonver- 
sion ; the construction of tlie hand of man, and an infinite variety of 
other arguments ; as also by discoveries, ancient and modem, in arts, 
sciences, and the whole extent of literature. 

He desired, moreover, that the profits arising from the sale of the 
works so published, should be paid to the authors of the works. 

The late President of the Royal Society, Da vies Gilbk&t, Bjhj. re- 
quested the assistance- of his Grace, the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and of the Bishop of London, in determining upon the best mode of 
carrying into effect, the intentions of the Testator. Acting with their 
advice, and with the concurrence of ti nobleman immediately connect- 
ed with the deceased, Mr. Davies Gilbert appointed the following eight 
gentlemen to write separate Treatises in the different branchce of the 
subjects hero stated: — 

I. The Adaptation of External Nature to the Moral and Intellec- 
tual Constitution of Man, by the Rev. Thomas Chalmers, D. D., Pro- 
fessor of Divinity in the University of Edinburgh. 

II. The adaptation of External Nature to the Physical Condition 
of Man, by John Kidd, M. D., F. R. S., Regius Professor of Medicine 
in the University of Oxford. 

III. Astronomy and General Physics, considered with reference to 
Natural Theology, by the Rev. Wm. Whewell, M. A., F. R.S., Fel- 
low of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

IV. The hand: its mechanism and vital endowments as evincing 
design, by Sir Charles Bell, K. H^ F. R. S. 

V. Animal and Vegetable Physiology, by Peter Mark Roget, M. D., 

Fellow of and Secretary to the Royal Society. 

VI. Geology and Mineralogy, by the Rev. Wm. Buckland, D. D., 
F. R. S., Canon of Christ Churcli, and Pro&ssor of Geology in tffe 
University of Oxford. 

VIL The History, Habits, and InsUncfs of Animals, by the Rev. 
Wm. Kirby, M. A., F. R. S. 



New -W^rkS) psMislied by Carey, Lea, & Blanebard. 



THREE YEARS IN THE PACIFIC, including notices of 
Brazil, Ckili, Bolivia, and Peru. In one toL By an Offi- 
cer of the United States' Navy» 

** The work embraces copious descriptions of the countries visited ; gnu^o 
■ccounts of the state of society ; brief notices of the histoiy, state ot the 
arts, climate, and the future ^nxxspectB of those interesting parts of our conti- 
nent ; resjpectins which the citizens of the United States are supposed to 
care raueo. but know so little." 

" Foil of novelty and valuable details. The American reader will greatly 
add to his fund of iaeos concerning South America by its perusal.'* — Chronide. 

'*The author's graphic abilities — the pure acquaintance he displavs with 
the Spanish language, renders his book at once pleasing and useral. — Qoz. 

** Such contributions to our stock of ideas and literature, deserve a warmer 
welccNne and vnder patronage than the common-place or extravagant fictions 
of the day."— Ab/iVmo^ GazeUe. 

*' Much new and valuaUe information* imbodied in exeellent language ; 
there cannot be a moment's doubt of its popularity." — Jour.o/BeUet Leltret. 

I.ETTERS ON THE UNITED STATES. Letters to a Gen- 
tleman in Germany, lyritten after a trip from Philadelphia 
to Nia^ra, edited by Dr« Francis liieber, in one vol* 8to. 

** The mingling of anecdote, the abnipt breaks, p3rsoaal narration, illustrative 
comparisons, and general style of the work, fiive it an interest that will ensure 
to the book general perusal— while the philosophical tone which occasionally 
pervades its padres cannot fail of commending them to the aiqwoval of the 
reflecting.*'— Cr. 5. Qazett: 

" We have read this work with great satisfaction and interest. It abounds 
with characteristic anecdotes, graphic descriptions, and principles which do 
honour to the head and h?art of the aiithor.**^JWit. InttiUgenetr. 

The stj^e of these Letters i^, in general, very good ; sometimes poetical and 
eloquent. 

''Here is a well written scries of Letters, by a learned German, who has 
lived long enough among as, it appears, to examine the peculiarities of our 
government and habits, with the impartial eye of a philosopher.*' — BaUimar* 
paper. 

" This is a very agreeable book— rambling, sprishtly, anecdotieal, and withal, 
interspersed with mach useful and practical information, and keen and accurate 
observation." — JWw York American. 

SKETCHES OF SOCKBTT IN GREAT BRITAIN AND 
IRELAND. By C. S. Stewart, M. A*, Chaplain of the 
United States' Nayy, author of «« A Visit to the South Seas,^ 
M A Residence in the Sandwich Islands,** &c» In two vols. 
12mo* 

*' Some of his sketches are beautiful descriptions ; others are finished pictures. 
The charm of these volumes consists in the distinct view which the author 
gives as (wf the scenery, the country, the cities and towns, the aristocracy ythe 
churches,— in one wonl, the thousand particulars, which, togethsr, soustituts 
what is called the state of •ociety.'^—Rtlifioiu Telegraph. 

" We have seldom perused a work with so pleasant an interest. The sontents 
are various and racy, epistolary transcripts of the author's mind, published just 
as written, without revisions, and with all the gloss and freshness of first and 
original impressions about them. The work is full of living pictures." 

" His observations on men and manners, in his description of the different 
fscenes to which his pilgrimage was extended, are given in a style of the most 
flowing and attractive kind."— A*. T. Courier. 

^THIRTY TEARS' CORRESPONDENCE, between John 
Jehb, D. D* F. R* S*, Bishop of liimerick, Ardfert. and 
Aghadoe ; and Alexander Knox, Esq., M* R« I* A* Edited 
by the Rev. Charles Forster, B. D., perpetual curate of Ash 
next Sandwich; formerly, domestic Chaplain to Bishop 
Jebb. In two toIs. Svo* 
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BRIDGEWATER TRBATISES. 



This serief of Treatites is published under the fblluwing circnm* 
stances: — 

The Right Honorable and Rev. Francis Hsnrt, Earl of Bridge* 
water, died in the month of February, 18S5 ; he directed certain trus- 
tees therein nomed, to invest in the public funds, the sum of eight 
thousand pounds sterling; this sum, with the accruing dividends 
thereon, to be held at the disposal of the President, for the time being, 
of the Royal Society of London, to be paid to the person or persons 
nominated by him. The Testator farther directed, that the person or 
persons selected by the said President, should be appointed to write, 
print and publish one thousand copies of a work, on the Power, Wis. 
dpm, and Goodness of God, as manifested in the Creation ; illustni' 
ting such work, by all reasonable arguments, as, for instance, the vo. 
ricty and formation of God^s creatures in the Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Kingdoms ; the effect of digestion, and, thereby, of conver. 
sion ; the construction of tlie hand of man, and an infinite variety of 
other arguments ; as also by discoveries, ancient and modem, in arts, 
sciences, and the whole extent of literature. 

He desired, moreover, that the profits arising from the sale of the 
works so published, should be paid to the authors of the works. 

The late President of the Royal Society, Da vies Gilbert, Esq. re- 
quested the assistance- of his Grace, the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and of the Bishop of London, in determining upon the best mode of 
carrying into effect, the intentions of the Testator. Acting with their 
advice, and with the concurrence of ti' nobleman immediately connect* 
cd with the deceased, Mr. Davies Gilbert appointed the following eight 
gentlemen to write separate Treatises in the different branches of the 
subjects here stated: — 

I. The Adaptation of External Nature to the Moral and IntcQec* 
tual Constitution of Man, by the Rev. Thomas Chalmers, D. D., Pro- 
fessor of Divinity in the University of Edinburgh. 

II. The adaptation of External Nature to the Physical Condition 
of Man, bv John Kidd, M. D., F. R. S., Regius Professor of Medicine 
in the University of Oxford. 

III. Astronomy and General Physics, considered with reference to 
Natural Theology, by the Rev. Wm. Whewell, M. A., F. R,S., Fel- 
low of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

IV. The hand : its 'mechanism and vital endowments as evincing 
design, by Sir Charles Bell, K. H., F. R. S. 

V. Animal and Vegetable Physiology, by Peter Mark Roget, M. D, 
Fellow of and Secretary to the Royal Society. 

VI. Geology and Mineralogy, by the Rev. Wm. Buckland, D. D, 
F. R. S., Canon of Christ Church, and Pro&ssor of Geology in tfte 
University of Oxford. 

VII. The History, Habits, and InsUncfs of Animals, by the Rev. 
Wm. Kirby, M. A., F. R. S. 



Seiw IVmrlLSy paMJUbcd by Carey^ Iiea^ dc* BLunehard* 



BSIDGBWATER TREATISBS. 



VIII. Chemistry, Meteorology, and the Function of Digestion, by 
Wm. Prout, M. D, F. R. S. 

THE FOLLOWING ARE PUBLISHED. 

ASTRONOMY AND GENERAL PHYSICS, considered with 
reference to Natural Theolo^. By the Rev. Wiluam Whb- 
WELL, M. A., Fellow and Tutor of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge ; being Part in. of the Bridgewater Treatises on Uie 
Power, Wisdom, and Goodness of God, as manifested in the 
Creation. In one vol. 12ma 

** It is a work of profoand investifsation, doep research, distingoished alika 
for the calm Cliristian spirit which breathes throughout, and the sound, irre* 
sistible argumentation which is stamped on every page."— Doi/y Intelli- 
gtmur. 

** Let works like that before us be widely disseminated, and the bold, active, 
and ingenious enemies of religion be met by those, equally sagacious, alert and 
resolute and the most timid of the many who depend upon the few, need not 
fear the bont tliat comes with subtle steps to 'steal their faith away.* *'— JV*. r. 
JivMriean. 

" That the devoted spirit of the work is most exemplary, that we have here 
and there found, or fancied, room for cavil, only peradventure because we have 
been unable to follow the author through the prodigious ranse of his philo- 
sophical survey — and in a word, that the work before us would have mace the 
reputation of any other man, and may well maintain even that of Professor 
Whewell."— .¥«tro}wfifa». 

" He has succeeded admirably in laying a broad foundation, in the* light of 
nature, for the reception of the more glorious truths of revelation ; and has 
produced a work well calculated to dissipate th^ delusions of scepticism and 
infidelity, and to confirm the believer in his faith.** — CharUsten Courier. 

" The known talents, and high reputation of the author, gave an earnest of 
excellence, and nobly has Mr. whewell redeemed the pledge. — In conclusion, 
we have no hesitation in saying, that the present is one of the best works of 
its kind, and admirably adapted to the end iMroposed; as such, we cordially 
recommend it to our reaAtn.*'— London Lit. Oazeue. 

" It is a work of high character.**— i?<»toi» Recorder. 

A TREATISE ON THE ADAPTATION OF EXTERNAL 
NATURE TO THE PHYSICAL CONDITION OF MAN, 

principally with reference to the supply of his wants, and the 
exercise of his intellectual faculties. B^ John Kidd, M. D., 
F. R. S., Regius Professor <^ Medicine m the University of 
Oxford ; being Part II. of the Bridgewater Treatises on the 
Power, WiiBdom, and Goodness of God, as manifested in the 
Creation. In one voL 12ma 

" It is ably written, and replete both with interest and instruction. The 
diffusion of such works cannot fkil to be attended with the happiest effects in 
Justifying 'the ways of God to man,* and illustrating the wisdom and good* 
ness of the Creator by arguments which appeal irresistably both to the reason 
and the feelings. Few can understand abstract reasoning, and still fewer rel> 
ish it, or will listen to it : but in this work the purest morality and the kindli- 
est feelings are inculcated through the medium of agreeable and utefUl infor- 
mation.*'— Aaft. Otu, • 

" It should be in the hands of every individual who feels disposed to ' vindi- 
cate the ways of Ood to man.* ** — M Y. Oom. Mv. 



Hew 'Worftufy publUlftecl la/y Carey, I«e«« A BlaaAhard* 

THE PRINCIPLES OF CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY. 

Containiiig the Doctrines, Duties, Admonitirais, and Conflola- 
tions, of the Christian Religion. By John Burns, M. D., F. R. S. 
From the 4th London edition. In 1 vol. 12ma 

" The author bai unfolded the principles of Chriatianity with mnch caoder 
and correctnesf ; he has explained our personal and relative duties in a JQiti • 
and philosophical manner ; and, by tb6 ease and nnal&cted simplicity of his 
style, lias rendered liis treatise pleasing as well as instructive. — ^His lemMikM 
on brotherly love, in that part of his work embracing the relative duties, pos- 
sess mwch to interest." — A Traveller. 

'* The book has a high reputation in Great ftritain, and there is no belag 
capable of reflection, who has not need, and upon whom it is not incumbent, 
to obtain light, and bestow concern on the topics which are here diseoaied. 

"Every page that directs the mind to what sliould be deemed the main ints* 
eet of lire, and causes operative thought in ulterior destiniet, ia of ineatiaa- 
hie value."— JWU. atHt§. 



PICTURES OF PRIVATE LIFE. 

BY SARAH STICKNEY. 

In 1 neat l&no. vol. 

" Tlie publishers deserve the thanks of the lovers of pure, chastened and 
(MTofltaMe fiction for their reprint of this charming little work. It cannot fhil 
to become as popular here -as it already is in England. It is a collection of tales 
and sketches, designed to impress upon the mind useflil lessons of piety, virtue 
and wisdom. U is written in a style of unusual excellence— masculine in its 
vigor, yet light and playfUI in its delicacy, and embodies several seenes of 
pathos and. feeling of which Sterne or M'Kenzie might be proud. — ^To those 
whose taste has not been perverted by the flashy wit and nauseous sentiment- 
ality of modern fiction, we commend the immediate purchase of this delight- 
ful little work."" — JDuily Intelligencer. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

TH0l'0«TS IN VEKSE rOR SONB.VYS AND HOLY DAYS THKOUOHOfTr THE TEAn. 
" In quiOneu and in confidenet iltaO be your ttrengthV—laaiah *tt- 15, 

First American from the 25th Lomloa edition, with an introductioD and 
notes by Bishop Doanc, of New Jersey. In a handsome vol. 

" It may be read fur purposes of devotion by Christians of whatever deno- 
mination, with pleasure nnd profit." — Christian Wmtektn^. 

" These verses were siu^rularly beautiful in conception andoomposition, and 
breathe the purest poetic taste and the most sincere and fervent qririt of 
piety."— Ga:e/rs. 

" The work, should be in the hands of all who value taste, genius and 
piety." — Ck>m. InteHiggnrer. 

" We have rarely, perhaps never, met a poetical volume, more approp ri ate 
to family devotion."—!/: S. Gazette. 

" As a book for family reading— whether as an exercise of taste or devotion 
—we know of few that can surpaM it."— Ga:eMe. 

A few C()pies have been bound in beautiful embossed leather, with gilt 
edges, making a very desirable volume for a present. 



A GUIDE TO AN IRISH GENTLEMAN IN fflS SEARCH 

FOR A RELIGION. 
, By the Rev. Mortimer O'Suluvan, A. M. 
1 vol. 13mo. Beinsf an answer to Moore's work. 



New Works, published by Carey, I^ea, & Blaiicliard« 



TRAITS AND TRADITIONS OF PORTVGAIi, coUected 
dnring a residence in that country* By Miss Pardoe. In 
two vols* 12mo« 

" A veiyliinffular and effective union of the very best properties which we 
seek for in books of travels on the one hand, and iu works oi the imagination 
on the other."— .MvntA^ Revicv. 

" The manners of Portugal were never before delineated with so much truth 
and vivacity." — Standard. 

'^^HE POSTHUMOUS POEMS OF THE REV. GEORGE 
CRABBE^ with his I^etters and Journals, and a Memoir 
of his liile. By his Son and Executor. In two handsome 
vols* 

~ ** Tktn an in my nen» tU homa tmolhtr Suiet ef Storieg, in number and quantity tujfleient for a 
«oA«f»M; and at lAry or* muek likt th* farmer m eueution, and tuf^ciently iinermt m ownto and dha- 
TueUn, they may htnajter, in peaetabU lime*, b$ worth tomtthing to you: andthi mor«t b$ea»ut I MhiUit 
tAAoteMT it mortal of me, be at rut m the cftonceZ of Trowbridge cAurcA."— CtaUw to ha Son. 

**The Life of Crabbe will be found far more abundant in. striking incidents 
and extraordinary conHasts and reverses, than that of almost any other poet 
with whose personal story we are acquainted. It wiirbe seen from his own 
Diaries, how calmly he had tasted, both of the very bitterest adversity— a des- 
titute and forlorn wanderer about the streets of London,— and of what, con- 
sidering his early position and distresses, may b6 called splendid prosperity — the 
honoured and admired ftiend of Burke, Johnson, Reynolds, Thurlow, Fox— and 
more recently of Scott, Rogers, Moore, &c. &c.— the courted guest of the noblest 
mansions — placed at length, by the universal consent of all capable of appre- 
ciating literary merit, on an e'luvatiou second to no one among his contem- 
poraries." 

THE BOOK OF SCIENCE; a familiar introduction to the 
Principles of Natural Philosophy^ adapted to the compre- 
hension of Young People ; comprising Treatises on all the 
Sciences* Illustrated by many curious and interesting 
Experiments and Observations, and including Notices of 
the most recent Discoveries. Embellished with upwards 
of two hundred Engravings on wood. 

** This work is beautifully sot up, and elegantly embellished with.exceedingly 
clever wood cuts: it is publi.sned witli the design of affording to youtbAil minds 
a brief, but yet perspicuous, oxiiibitioii of the first principles of the physical 
sciences, including accounts of the most important discoveries recently made in 
the several departments of natural Iciiowlcdge. All this the book professes to 
do, and does it well. We think by the easy and familiar tone that it adopts in 
the descriptions, it will become a groat favourite with youth"— Meirop. Mag. 

" Here is a familiar introduction to the principles of natural philosophy. We 
have carefully perused every page, and every page has afforded us proofs of 
accuracy and observation which we hardly expected. There cannot be a inore 
delightful present to the young, or anything better calculated to refVcsh the 
memories of the old. It is the book, of all others, to teach young people how 
to think.'!— JV*(9tD Monthly Magazine. 

*' The present little volume is so written, that, with moderate attention, a 
youth may obtain a very clear knowledge of each branch of natural. philosophy. 
The volume is printed uniformly with the * Boy^» Own Book^* and may be said to 
be a suitable succecsor to that little work. The compiler deserves great credit 
for the arrangement, and also for the simple, at the same time, correct and 
familiar style of conveying information. We cannot do better than recommend 
parents to 4)resent to their children this elegant little production." — Reptrtory 
qf Jfrts. 

** Our readers will, doubtless, remember the * Boy^s Otpn Bonk ;' the present 
volume is a sequel to that amusing little work. It is got up with extreme care, 
and illustrated with an immense number of figures, of extraordinary neatness 
of execution." — Atlaa. ' 

THE HI9TORY OF IREIiAND. By Thomas Moore. Vol.1, 
is nearly ready, and the remainder in progress. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND. Vol. IT. Being a continuation 
of Mackintosh. 



Hew 'WmcUMf publUlftecl liy Carey, I«e«« tf& Bbutistuwd* 



THE PRINCIPLES OF CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY. 

Containiiig the -Doctrines, Duties, Admonitioiis, and Caoaciar 
tions, of the Christian Religion. By John Bubmb, M. D., F. B. S. 
From the 4th London edition. In 1 vol. 12ma 

** The author bai unfolded the principles of Chrifltianity with mucli tmaim 
and correctness; he has explained our personal and relative duties in a JiMti 
and philosophical manner ; and, by th6 ease and nnai&cttjd simplicity of his 
style, has rendered his treatise pleasing as well as instructive. — ^Hia lesMiki 
on brotherly love, in that part of his work embracing the relative duties, pos 
sess much to interest." — A TraveUtr. 

** The book has a high reputation in Great Britain, and t]i»e is bo btiBf 
capable of reflection, who has not need, and upon whom it ia not ineumbeiC 
to obtain light, and bestow concern on the topics which are here disriiswd 

"Every page that directs the mind to what should be deemed the main iatcr* 
est of life, and causes operative thought in ulterior destiniea, is of ineatiiM' 
1>Ie vaIue.'*^A)i<. Guz§U§. 



PICTURES OF PRIVATE LIFE. 

BY SARAH STICKNEY. 

In 1 neat l&no. vol. 

** Tlie publishers deserve the thanks of the lovers of pure, chastened aa4 
profitable fiction for their reprint of this charming little work. It cannot ftil 
to become as popular here as it already is in England. It is a collection of tales 
and sketches, designed to impress upon the mind useflil lessons of piety, virtae 
and wisdom. It is written in a style of unusual excellence — masculine in its 
vigor, yet light and playful in its delicacy, and embodies several scenes of 
pathos and. feeling of which Sterne or M'Kenzie might be proud. — ^To those 
whose taste has not been perverted by the flashy wit and nauseous sentimeot- 
ality of modern fiction, we commend the immediate purchase of this delight- 
ful little work."' — Vuily JtvLeiligencer. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

THOUOVTS IN VEK8E POR PCNB.VTS AND HOLT DATS THVOUOHOtTT THE TBAH. 

'* In quiitntu and in eonfiimct tItaU be your »tnngth."—l9aj»h »tt. 15. 

First American from the 25th London edition, with an introductioB and 
notes by Bishop Doanc, of New Jersey. In a handsome vol. 

" It may be read for purposes of devotion by Christians of whatever deao- 
mination, with pleasure and profit."— CAn'^ttan WtUckm^. 

** These verses were singularly beautiful in conception and composition, and 
breathe the purest poetic taste and the most sincere and fervent nririt of 
piety."— Gaz««s. 

" The work, should bs in the hands of all who value taste, genius aid 
piety."— Cow. InUHig$Heer. 

" We have rarely, perhaps never, met a poetical volume, more a p pro p r i ate 
to family devotion ."t-I/1 jS. Gazette. 

*' As a book for family reading— whether as an exercistfof taste car devotien 
—we know of few that can surpass it."— GazeMe. 

A few copies have been bound in beautiful emboesed leather, with gilt 
edges, making a very desirable volume for a present. 



A GUIDE TO AN IRISH GENTLEMAN IN HIS SEARCH 

FOR A RELIGION. 

By the Rev. Mortimer O'Sullivan, A. M. 

1 vol. 12mo. Being an answer to Moore's work. 
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FAMILY CABINET ATLAS. 



Thb family cabinet atlas, consthuctto upon aw ori- 
GiNAL PI.AN: Being a Companion to the Encyclopjedia Ameri- 
cana, Cabinet Cyclopcpdia, Family library, Cabinet Library, &c. 

This Atlas comprises, in a volume of the Family Library size, nearly JOO Mana 
and TabVes, which present equal to Fifljf Thousand Barnes of Places; a body 

' of information three times as extensive as that supplied by the generality of 
Quarto Atlases. 

Opinions rf the Public Journals, 

"This beautiful and mof^t useful little volume," says the Literary GnzetU» 
** is a perfect picture of elegance, containing a vast sum of geographical infor- 
loation. A more iustruetive little present, or a gift better calculated to be long 
preserved ao'l cfien referred to, could sot be oflered to favored youth of either 
sex. Its chteApneas, we must add, is another recommendation ; for, although 
this elegant publication contains 100 beautiful engravings, it is issued at a price 
that can bo no obstacle to its baiag proG4ired by every parent and flriend to youth.** 

" This Atlas far surpasses any thing of the kind which we have seen, and is 
made to suit the popular libraries which Dr. Lardner and Mr. Murray are now 
sending into every family in the empire."— JIfontA/y Review. 

" Its very ingenious method of arrangement secures to the geographical stu- 
dent the information far which hitherto he has been obliged to resort to works 
of the largest dimensions."— ^/kentncm. 

" This miniature and beautiful Atlas is likely to supersede, for general pur- 
posee-, mapeof a more expensive and elaborate character. It appears to us to 
answer the double purpose of exercising the attention, while it impriuts all that 
is important in Geo^aphy on the memory."— jJi/cw. 

" The workmanship is among the best of the kind we have ever witnessed."— 
Examiner. 

*' It contains all the information to be derived from the most expensive and 
unwieldy Atlas."— Tdw* Oourant. 

HISTORY OF THE RE^^OLUTION IN ENGLAND, IN 
1688 ; comprising a View of the Reign of James II., from his 
accession, to the Enterprise of the Prince of Orange. By the 
late Right Hon. Sir James Mackintosh. And completed to 
the SetUement of the Crown, by the Editor. To which is pre- 
fixed, a Notice of the Lifb, WRmNGSr and Speeches of Sir 
Jambs Mackintosh. In 1 vol. 8vo. 

" We are at leBf th gratified by the appearance of this long-looked 'for work 
fi'om the pen of*Sir James Mackintosh. Highly gifted by nature, deeply read, 
and singularly accomplished, the view of one of the most memorable epochs in 
English history could not have been undertaken by any man of a capacity to do 
it justice in every respect, superior to this eminent individual."— Lie. Gazette. 

" In every page we perceive the anxiety of the historian to hold the ba- 
lance of jofltice with un&itering hand, tuid to watch its slightest vibrations." 
— Athenaum. 

"The Sequel is highly honourable to the industry and talenta oiitB author; 
and the Prefatory Memoir is very well written. Altogether, the volume 
possesses a sterling character, too rare at this period of evflneacent publica- 
tioDS." — Lit, Gazette, 

LIFE OF THE REV. GEORGE CRABBE, LL.B., with his 
Letters and Journals, together with his Posthumous Poem& 
Edited by his Son. In 2 neat volumes. 



Hew 'Worftufy pablUl&ed by Carejr, !•€«« tf& Blaacluurd* 

Moore's New Work. 



TRAVELS OF AN IRISH GENTLEMAN. 

IN SEARCH OF A RELIGION. 

With Notes and Dlustratioos. By the Editor of Captain Rock^s 

Memoira In 1 voL 12mo. 

^ Considering the circumstances under whicb these volumes are given to the 
public, we consider their contents as amongst rhe most interesting records of 
which tlitt assertion of the human mind ever formed the theme.**— JHSmtik^r lU- 

Vt0ID. 

" The masterly manner in which Mr. Moore has brought together his aiga- 
ments, the great extent and minuteneseof his researches into ancient autimr* 
ities, his intimacy with the customs and traditions of other times, and oil 
close and critical knowledge of the ancient languages, will surprise the rea- 
der of his Travels, who may have measured his talenu by his aougs.**— tftMr^ 
icmn SnUiJul. 



THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERa 
With coloured plates : elegantly bound, with gilt edges : a beau- 
tiful volume for a present 



SISMONDrS HISTORY OF THE FALL OF THE 

ROMAN EMPIRE: 

GOMPRISINO A VIEW OF THE nrVA8IO|< OF THB BARBARlAWg. 



THE INFIRMITIES OF GENIUS, 

Illustrated by referring the anomalies in the literary character, 
to the habits and constitutional peculiarities of Men of Genius. 
By R. R. Madden, Esq. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

** This is a very valuable and interesting work, full of new viewa and enri* 
ous deductions ; beginning with general remarlu on the influence of literarj 
habits, on the constitution, and thence proceeding to niake the theory more 
actual by its application to particular instances. 

*' His physical bic^raphies, if we may so term them, of Bums, Cowper, By- 
ron, and Scott, arc of a very curious and novel kind ; written with equal feel- 
ing and observation. lie traces Cowpcr's malady to its true aonrce, monoma- 
nia on religious subjects; and the tone of the remarks is at once so Just and 
BO candid, that we cannot do better than give a brief portion.'* — Lit. Oattttt. 



THE LIFE OF PRINCE TALLEYRAND. 
Accompanied by a Portrait In 1 volume, 8va 



** How coald the work be olberwiw than intemtiii|(, whn it tncM Oie career of a tlatcanaB, wtaa 
tboufffa now in tria eighty'fint year, baa comniandiug infloeooe io eTcry European eabiset, who aeqairai 

Etwer nader Uw Freixb monarchy, and retained it undtr tb« Repobli^ the Directory, tiM ^-iTiiihttt Ibe 
mpire, and (he Dynasty of Artuto and Orleaoa ?''— v4/Armmm. 



IVoKlui, palriiyiiMi Ivy Oaver* I»—9 ^ Blaa«lu»dB 



THE PREMIUM, 

A PRESENT FOR ALL SEASONS: 

Cciuuatin^ cf elegant selections from British and American 
writers of the 10th century. In one small neat volume, ele- 
grantly bound in inorpcco ; with engravings, by Ellis, from de- 
signs by Westall and Richter. 

This work particularly commends itself to school teachers, pat- 
ients, and others, who may be in search of a volume to pre- 
sent to either sex. 

" A dfiUfhtful little bouquet of ' eleg«at extracts/firom the beat writere of 
aroee and poetry in Greiat Britain and America. The prejiiume would be a 
pretty present for yo\Mig ladiea, or studentc, emoloup to be noticed or reward* 

** It is a collection, or rather let us say, a selection of pieces in prose and 
verse, that have real merit, with reference both to style and sentiment. They 
are choice, and will be useful to improve the taste and strengthen the morals. 
The aathor has done a good work, and those who wish to give the most de- 
serving a beautiful and a useful 'premium,* will find the work to which we 
refer altogether suitable/* — IL S. OaivtU. 

" Carey, Lea & Blanchard have given us a choice selection of gems, from 
tte best popular writers of the day, under the above title. It contains arti- 
cles from the pens of Crolcy, Wilson, Byron, Mary Howitt, Mrs. Hemans, 
Moore, Hood, Dr. Bird, Campbell, Manning, Irving, Webster, Sprague, Brain- 
ing, Percival, kjc. The volume is a pleasant one, and the selections such as 
their respective authors have no need to be ashamed of.** — A*. F. Com. Adver- 
tiser. 

** This is a neat volume composed of extracts from the celebrated writers of 
the jM'esent century. The selections are admirably made, and the work is 
got up with unusual elegance. The bindiag is a b^auti-ful specimen of the 
skill which has been attained in this important department of book-making, 
Tbe volume is one of rare beauty, and constituteam cheap, elegant, and ap- 
propriate present.** — Daily Jntelligencer. 

" A very neat and instrnctive present for youth at all •easons.**^JWie. Om. 



A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY. 

BT snt JOHN F. \r. HEBSCREIi, F. R. 8. &C. 

In 1 y^. 12mo. 

** The jnresent treatise is in no wise inferior to its predecessor: St is eharac- 
terized 1^ the same agreeable and elegant style, the same facility of illustra- 
tion — added to which it po ssos a o p unrivalled precision and accuracy of de- 
monstration. Avoiding, therefore, the abstruse niceties and tbe transcendental 
mathaqsatics of the sttWeet, the author has neverthdesa produced a volume 
calculated, we are Ailly persuaded, to impKesa upon hia readers tlM Biagnitude 
and importance of the science, and to initiate them in no mean degree into 
iXM aiysteriea.**— iUt. Gax§U9, 



OF KING CHARLES THE FIRST. 

By Lvov AiKiif. In Two Volumes, 8va 



Neiv 'WorlU) publlslMa by Carejr, Itea* A Blmneluurd* 



TALES AND CONVERSATIONS, 

OR, THE NEW CHILDREN'S FRIEND. 

By Mrs. MabkHam, Author of the Histories of England and 

France. In 2 small volumes. 

"We conselentiottsly recommend Mm. Markham to our rraden.**— Lit 

** Tbeie voliunei contain excellent instruction in a very agreeable fonn.**— 
Spectator. 

" We hav« two neat volumes, containing a series of Dialogues, by Mn. 
Markbam, designed for the improvement of young peojde. We have exaaUa* 
ed them carefully, and can say that we think them well adapted to the purpose 
of the author. l%ey are sufficiently simple to be understood by boys and girii 
who have just begun to take to their books ; they convey lessons wdl wnrtii 
the study of all who are yet classed among young people ; and they are inttf • 
esting enough to secure the attention of those whom they are designed to in* 
struct.*'— ChnmiUe. 



MRS. TROLLOPE'S BELGIUM AND WESTERN GERMANY. 

INCLUDING YISIT8 TO BADEN-BADEN, WEI8BADEN, CA88BL, 

HANOVER, &C. &.C. IN 1 VOL. 

** We have pleasure in saying, that we think her. style considerably strength* 
ened and improved since her 'Tour in America."— Qaart«r2y Umimo. 



MEMOIRS OF CELEBRATED WOMEN OF ALL 

COUNTRIES. 

BT THE DUCHESS D^ABRANTBS. 



ON THE PENITENTIARY SYSTEM 

IN THE UNITED STATES, 
AND ITS APPLICATION IN FRANCE: 

With an Appendix on Penal Codes, uid Statistical Notes. By 
G. De Beaumont and A. Db Tck^ueville, Counsellors in the 
Royal Court of Paris, and Members of the Historical Society 
of Pennsylvania. Translated from the French : with an in- 
troduction, notes, and additions. By Francis Leiber. In 1 
vol. 8va 

** The commissioners appear to have pursued their researches with much 
industry and inteili|;ence. and to have rendered themselves thoroufhly ac- 
quainted with the subject.** 

** The translation of the work could not have been committed to better 
hands than Mr. Leiber*s, and with his notes and additions, it fnrms one of 
the best practical treatises extant on the causes and prevention of crime. 
We shall probably have occasion to recur again to this valuable work.** — BaiL 
JifMrican. 



HISTORY OF SPAIN AND PORTUGAL. 

Complete, in 5 vols. 12mo. 
' A work unequalled in modern English historical literature.* 



NOTES ON ITALY, during the years 1829-30. By Rembrandt 
Peale. In 1 vol. 8vo. 

" This artin will gratify all reasonablo expectation ; he ii neither ostenta- 
tious, nor dogmatical, nor too minute ; he is not a partisan nor a carper ; he ad- 
mires without servility, he criticises without malevolence; his frankness and 
good humor give an agreeable color and effect to ail his decisions, and the object 
of them ; his book leaves a useful general idea of the names, works, and deserts, 
of the great masters: it is an instructive and entertaining index/'— JVat. Oaz. 

** We have made a copious extract in preceding columns from this interesting 
work of our countryman, Rembrandt Peale, recently published. It has received 
high commendation from respectable sources, which is justified by the portions 
we have «een extracted." — Commercial Jidvertiser. 

" Mr. Peale must be allowed the credit of candor and entire freedom from affec- 
tation in the judgments he has passed. At the same time, we should not omit to 
notice the variety, extent, and minuteness of his examinations. No church, 
gallery, or collection, waB passed by, and most of the individual pictures are 
separdtely and carefully noticed."— .>9m. Quarterly Review. 

MEMOIRS OP THE LIFE of SIR WALTER RALEGH, with 
some account of the Period in which he lived. By Mrs. A. T. 
Tbtomson. With a portrait 

"Such is the outline of a life, which, in Mrs Thomson's hands, is a mine of in- 
terest ; from the first page to the last the attention is roused and sustained, and 
while we approve the manner, we still more applaud the spirit in which it is 
executed." — Literary Oazette. 

" In all respects a most appropriate volume for the Cabinet Library. We 
shall take an opportunity in another notice, to give some of the many interest- 
ing passages in the volume that offer themselves for quotation." — JV. T. Jimcr. 

" I'he book is unquestionably the best Life of Ralegh that has ever been 
written ." — Album. 

'* This is a piece of blocraphy which combines the ftiscinations of romance 
with the deeper interest tnat attaches to historical narrative."— SotUA. Patriot, 



ELEGANT LIBRARY EDITIONS 

OF THE FOLLOWING WORKS. 

■» . 

WORKS OF JOANNA BAILLIE. Complete in \ volume 8va 

WORKS OF HENRY FIELDING. In 2 vols. 8va, with a por- 
trait 

WORKS OF TOBIAS SMOLLETT. In 2 volumes 8va, with 
I a portrait. 



The HISTORY of the RISE and PROGRESS of the 
UNITED STATES of NORtH AMERICA. By Jambs 
Graham. In 2 vola 8vo. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



MILITARY MEMOIRS of thb DUKE op WfiLLINGTON. 

By Caft. Moyle SffisaER, Author of Recollections of the 

Peninsola. In 2 vols. ISma 

** The tone of feeling and reflection which pervades the work is in the chara^' 
teristic mood of the writer, considerate, ardent, and chivalrous ; bis principlai, 
as might be expected, are sound and independent, and his languaga is frequentiy 
rich in those beaaties which distinguish his previous writings. To us it appean 
a worlL which will not discredit its illustrious subject.'*— ITimM ServU9 JofuniA 

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OP JOANNA 
BAILLIE. 1 vol. 8vo. 

This edition corresponds with the Library Editions of Byron, Scott, Moore, te 

** Miss Baillie's Plays on the Passions have been long known as among tto 

best in the language. No one who reads them can entertain a doubt of the clMr> 

acter of the writer's affections. Such works could never have been dictated by 

a cold heart." — Christian Examiner. 

" We are among the most earnest admirers of her genius, her literary attain 
meats and skill, her diction, bar success, her moral designs, and tier personil 
worth. Some of her tragedies have deservedly passed into the slock of the prin* 
cipal British and American theatres. They are expnss dewrelopments ana d^ 
lineations of the passions, marked by a deep insight into human nature, great 
dramatic power of treatment, a fertile spirit of poetry, and • the loftiest awl 
purest moral sentiment." — National Gazette. 

TREATISE ON CLOCK and WATCHMAKING, Theoretical 
and Practical. By Thomas Reid, Edinburgh Honorary Mem- 
ber of the Worshipfal Company of Clock-Makere, LondoD. 
Royal 8vo. Illustrated by numerous Plates. 

GEOLOarCAL MANUAL. By H. T. Db la Beche. la 8va 

with numerou3 wood-cuts. 

" A work of first-rate importance in the science to which it relates, and wbieb 
must henceforth take its i>Iace in the library of every student in Geology."" 
Phil. Masrazine. 

" Mr. De la Beche's Geological Manual is the first and best work of the kind, 
and he has performed his task with a perfect knowledge of all that has bees 
ascertained in Geology, and with considerable Jndgment and taste in the man* 
ner of doing it. So much geological science was never before comprened in w 
small a space.**— 5/><cta{or. 

• 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, by Sm Jame» Maok»to8h. Octavo 

edition. 

%* The first volume of this edition will eontain the same matter as the fint 
three volumes of the 18mo. edition. 

A COLLECTION OF COLLOQUIAL PHRASES, on every 
subject necessary to maintain Conversation, the whole so di»» 
posed as considerably to facilitate the acquisition of the Italian 
language. By an Italian Gentleman. 1 vol. 18mo. 

NOVELLE IT ALIANE.— Stories from Italian Writers, with a 
literal, interlinear translation on Locke's plan of Classical 
Instruction, illustrated with Notes. First American from the 
last London edition, with additional translations and notes. 



TBS PEOPXiS'S ZJBRAAY. 

** The editors and publishers should receive the thanks of the present 

generation, and the gratitude of postent)^, for being the first to prepare in 
lis language iwhat deserves to be entitled not the ENCYCLOPiEDIA 
AMERICANA, but the people's library." — N. Y. Courier and Enquirer. 

Just Published, by Carey, Lea, and Btanchard, 

And sold in Philadelphia hy E. L. Carey A- A. Hart ; in New- York by 
O. & C.4r H' CarvOl ; in Boston by Carter ^ Hendee ; in Baltimore by £. 
jr. Ccale^ 4c ^- ij^- N^ i i" Washington by 7Vtomp«on ^ Homans ; m 
Richmond by J.U. Nash; in Savannah by W. T. Wiuiams; in Charleston 
by W. H. Berrett ; in New-Orleans by W. M'Kean ; in Mobile by Odiorne 
4r Smith ; and by the principal booksellers throughout the Union. 



THB 

ENCYCLOPEDIA AMERICANA : 

A . 

POPULAR DICTIONARY 

OF 

ARTS, SCIENCES, LITERATURE, HISTORY, AND POLITICS, 

BROCSHT DOWK TO THB PRB8£NT TIMS, AND INCLUOIMO A COKOUS 
- COLLBCTrON Or ORI^INA.1. ARTICLBS IN 

AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY: 
On the basis of the Seventh Edition of the German 

CONVERSATIONSLEXICON. 



Edited by FRANCIS LIEBER, 

ASSIBTBD BY 

EDWARD WIGGLESWORTH ai«) T. G. BRADFORD, Esqrsu 

IN THIRTEEN LARGE VOLUMES, OCTAVO, PRICE TO SUBSCRIBERS, 
BOUND IN CLOTH, TWO DOLLARS AND A HALF EACH. 

KACII TOLUlfS WILL CONTAIN BKTWKSN GCO AND 700 PAGES. 



"THE WORLD- RENOWNED CONVERSATIONS-LEXICON."— JCdi1l»jir/A 
Review. 

*' T6 superaede eambrous Encyclopoedias. and put within the reach of the poor- 
est man, a complete library, equal to about forty or fifty jrood-sized octavos, em- 
bracins every possible subject of interest to the number of 30,()00 in all— provided 
he can spare either f^om his earnings or his extravagancies, twenty eente a week, 
for three years, a library so contrived, as to be equally suited to the learnec* and 
the unlearned, — the mechanic— the merchant, and the professional man."— A". F. 
Courier and Inquirer. 

" The reputation of this valuable work has aueroented with each volume ; and 
if tlie ananimoat opinion of the press, uttered from all quarters, be true, which 
in this instance happens to be *lie case, it is indeed one of the best of publtca« 
tions. It should be in the prjsseseion of every inteingenl man,^s it is a library 
in itself, comprising an immense mass of lore upon almost every possible sab- 
J«ct, and in the chcapeet possible form."— JV. Y. Mirror. 



LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOP JEDLA. 

iT IS NOT EASY TO DKVISB A. CUR£ rOR SUCH ▲ STATE Or THINGS (tHE M- 
01 ININO TASTE FOR SCIENCE ;) BUT THE MOST OBVIOCS REMEDY 18 TO PEOTUDC 
THE EDUCATED CLASSES WITH A SERIES Of WORKS ON POPUIMJl AMD PRACTI- 
CAL SCIENCE, FREED FROM MATHEMATICAL SYMBOLS AND TECHHICAL TERMS, 
WRITTEN IN SIMPLE AND PERSPICUOUS LAMOUAOB,>MD ILLDSTftATBO BT rACTI 
AMD EXPERIMENTS, WHICH ARE LEVEL TO THE CAPACITY OP O&DIMAJtT MINDS." 

Quarttrlf Review. 



PRKIilHIINARY DISCOURSB ON THB OBJECTS, A]>VAS« 
TAGB8, AND PI«BASURX1S OF THE STUDT OV NATV- 
RAIi PHUiOSOPHT* Bjr J. T« IV* Herscbel, A* M« l»te Fek> 
loiv of St* Jolui's College^ Camlirldge* 

" Without disparasihg any other of the many interesting and instnfctive vol- 
umes issued in the form of cabinet and family libraries, it is, perhaps, not too 
much to place at the head of the list, for extent and variety of condenaed infor- 
mation, Mr. Herchers discourse of Natural FhilOBOfdiy in Dr. Larduer's Cy^ 
pxdia.** — Christian Obeerver. 

" The finest work of philosophical genius which this age haa.8een.** — JUaekin- 
Uuk'e England, 

*' By for the must delightful book to wliich the existing competition between 
literary rivals of great talent and enterprise has given rise.**— JlfoxXA/y Bwiew. 

" Mr. Herschers delightful volume. * * * We find acaitered through the 
work instances of vivid and happy illustration, where the fkney is usefully called 
into action, so as sometimes to remind us of the spleiHiid pieturw which crowd 
upon us in the style of Bacon." — Quarterltf Review. 

"It is the most exciting volume of the kind we ever met with.** — JIbntJUf 
Magazine. 

" One of the most instructive and delightful books we have- ever peruaed.**— 
U. S. Journal. 



4 TRBATISE: on MKCHANICS* By C»pt* Kattor, and Um 
Ke-v* Dlonysias lisurdner* Wltli muaieroiis eng^ra-viMfpa* 

"A work which contains an uncommon amount of useful information, ex- 
hibited in a plain and very intelligible form." — OlmetetTe AVU. PkUoeopkff. 

" This volume has been lately published in England, as a part of Dr. Lardner^ 
Cabinet Cyclopaedia, and has received the unsolicited approbation of the moat 
eminent men of science, and the most discriminating Journals and reviews, in 
the British metropolis.— It is UTitten in a popular and intelligible style, entirely 
free from mathematical symbols, and disencumbered as far as possible of tech- 
nical phrases.*' — Boston Traveller. 

" Admirable in development and clear in principles, and espeeially felieitoua in 
illustration from familiar subjects."— JlfontA/y Mag. 



OVTUNES OF HISTORY, nrom the earUest period to the 
present time. 



A TRKATIBE ON ITITDROSTATICS AND PNBUBIATICS* 
By tlie Rev* D* I«axdner* 'Willi uumerous vxkgrwLrviMkgmm 

*' It fully suetftirs the (Uvorable opinion we have already expreaeed aa to Ihit 
valuable compendium of modern science."— Z.<e. Cfautta. 

** Dr. Lardner has made a good use of his acquainvatice with the flimiliar Ikctt 
which illustrate the principles of science.*'— JIfojUiUy MagauRS. 

** It is written with a full knowledge of the subject, and in a popuiar at via, 
abounding in practical illustrations of the abstruse operations of theaa impor- 
tant sciences."— 17. S. Journal. 



CABINET CYCIjOrmmA, 

CONDUCTED BY TIIE 

REV. DIONYSTUS LARDNER. LL.D. F.R.S. L.&.E. 
M. R.I.A. F.L.S. F.Z.S. Hon.F.C.P. S. M. Ast. 8. &c. &a. 

ASSISTED BY 

EMINENT LITERARY AND SCIENTIFIC MEN. 



Now Pubiishing by Carey, hea, ^ Blanchard^ and for sale by all Bookseller e. 

This work will form a popular compendium of whatever io useful, instructive, 
and interesting, in the circle of human Icnowledge. A novel plan of publication 
and arrangement has been adopted, which presents peculiar advantages. With- 
out fully detailing the method, a few of these advantages may be mentioned. 

Each volume will contain one or more subjects uninterrupted and unbroken, 
and will be accompanied by the corres|x>nding plates or other appropriate illus- 
trations. Facility of reference will be obtained without fettering the work by 
a continued alphabetical arrangement. A subscriber may oinit particular vol- 
umes or sets of volumes, without disintegrating his series. Thus each purchaser 
may form from the "Cabinet" a Cyclopeedia, more or less compreheniiiive, as 
may suit his means, taste, or profession. If a subscriber desire to discontinue 
the work at any stage of its publication, the volumes which he may have re- 
ceived will not lose their value by separation flrom the rest of the work, since 
they will always either be complete in themselves, or may be made so at a trifling 
expense. 

The purchasers will never find their property in this work destroyed by the 
publication of a second edition. The arrangement is such that particular vol- 
umes may be re-edited or re-written without disturbing the others. The "Cabi- 
net Cyclopedia" will thus be in a state of continual renovation, keeping pace 
with the never-ceasing imiwovements in knowledge, drawing within its circle 
from year to year whatever is new, and casting off whatever is obsolete, so as to 
form a constantly modernissed Cyclopedia. Such are a few of the advantages 
which the proprietors have to o&r to the public, and which they pledge them- 
selves to realize. 

Treatises on subjects which are technical and professional will be adapted, 
not so much to tliose who desire to attain a practical proficiency, as to those 
who 48eek that portion of information respecting such matters which is generally 
expected from well-educated persons. An interest will be imparted to what is 
abstract by copious illustrations, and the sciences will be rendered attractive, by 
treating them with reference to the most familiar objects and occurrences. 

The unwieldly bulk of Encyclopeedias, not less than the abstruse discussions 
which they contain, has hitherto consigned them to the library, as works of only 
occasional reference. The present work, from its portable form and popular style, 
will claim a place in the drawing-room and the boudoir. Forming in itself a 
Compute Librar%, afibrding an extensive and infinitely varied store of instruc- 
tion and amusement, presenting just so much on every subject as those not pro 
fessionally engaged in it require, convenient in sizse, attractive in form, elegant 
in illustrations, and most moderate in expense, the "Cabinet Cyclopedia" will, 
it is hoped, be found an object of paramount interest in *»very family. 

To tlie heads of schools and all places of public education the proprietors trust 
that this work will particularly recommend itself. 

It seems scarcely peoessary to add, that nothing will be admitted into the 
pages of the " Cabinet Cyclopjsdia" which can have tlie most remote tendency 
to offend public or private morals. To enforce the cultivation of religion and 
the practice of virtue should be a principal object with all who undertake to 
inform the public mind ; but with the views just explained, the conductor of this 
work feels these considerations more especially pressed upon his attention. 
Parents and guardians may, therefore, rest assured that they will never find it 
necessary to place a volume of the " Cabinet " beyond the reach of their children 
or pupils. 



tl 



LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOPAEDIA. 



iT IS NOT EASY TO DKVISE A CURB FOR SUCH ▲ STATE Or THINGS (tHB DM' 
01 ININO TASTE FOR SCIENCE ;) BUT THE MOST OBVIOCS REMEDY 18 TO PKOVIDK 
TUB EOCCATBO CLASSES WITH A SERIES OP WORKS ON POPULAR AMO PRACTI- 
CAL SCIENCE, FREED FROM MATHEMATICAL SYMBOLS AND TECHNICAL TERMS, 
WRITTEN IN SIMPLE AND PERSPICUOUS LANOUAOE,>ND ILLDSTRATKD BT rACTS 
AMD EXPERIMENTS, WHICH ARE LEVEL TO THE CAPACITY OF ORDINARY MINOS.** 

QuarUrlf Review. 



PREIilHHNARY DISCOURSB ON THB OBJECTS, AI>VAir« 
TAGB8, AIin> PliBASURES OF THE STUDT OV NATV- 
RAIi PHUiOSOPHT. Bjr J. T« IV* Herscbel, A* M« late FeH 
loiv of St* Jolui's College, Camlirldge* 

** Without disparasihg any otber of the many intere8tin|( and inatnictive toI- 
umcs issued in the form of cabinet and family libraries, it is, perhaps, not too 
much to piece at the head of the list, for extent and variety of condensed infor- 
mation, Mr. Herchel's discourse of Natural Fhilosofdiy in Dr. Larduer^a Qytlo- 
pxdia.** — Christian Obeerver. 

" The finest work of philosophical genius which this age hacseen."— Jlfocfcta- 
tesU'e England. 

*' By far the must delightful book to wliich the existing competition between 
literary rivals of great talent and enterprise has given rise." — Monthly Review. 

" Mr. Herschel's delightful volume. * * • We find scattered through the 
work instances of vivid and happy illustration, where the fancy is usefully called 
into action, so as sometimes to remind us of the splendid pictures which crowd 
upon us in the style of Bacon." — Quarterly Review. 

** It is the most exciting volume of the kind we ever met with."— JMniiA/y 
Magazine. 

" One of the most instructive and delightful books we have- ever perused.**— 
U. S. Journal. 



4 TREATISE ON MECHANICS* Bjr C»pt* Kater, and tlie 
Re-v* Dlonysias liardner* Wltli numerous eng^ra-rlBga* 

" A work which contains an uncommon amount of useful information, ex* 
hibited in a plain and very intelligible form." — Olnutei'e JfaL PhUoeophy. 

*' This volume has been lately published in England, as a part of Dr. Lardner^ 
Cabinet Cyclopaedia, and has received the unsolicited approbation of the most 
eminent men of science, and the most discriminating journals and reviews, in 
the British metropolis. — It is written in a popular and intelligible style, entirely 
free from mathematical symbols, and disencumbered as far as possible of tech- 
nical phrases." — Boston Traveller. 

" Admirable in development and clear in principles, and especially felicitous in 
illustration from familiar subjects." — Monthly Mag. 



OIJTIJNES OF HISTORY, nrom the earliest period to the 
present time* 



A TREATISE ON HTDROSTATICS AND PNEUMATICS* 
By tlie Rev* D* I«&rdner* AVitli uumerous engpraviiagpa* 

** It fully suBtairs the (Uvorable opinion we have already expreaeed M to Ifajt 
valuable compendium of modern science."— Zie. Ctazetta. 

** Dr. Lardner has made a good use of his acquainvakcs with the fluniliar flKit 
which illustrate the principles of science." — Monthly MagauRO. 

** It is written with a full knowledge of the subject, and in a popuiar atvit, 
abounding in practical illustrations of the abstruse operations or those inper- 
tant sciences."— 17. S. Journal. 






mSTORT OF ENGIiAIO). By Sir James Maclcii&tosli* In 
8 Vols* VoUk If a and 3 publlslied. 

" In the first volume of Sir James Mackintosh's History of England, we 
find enough to warrant the anticipations of the public, that a calm and lumin- 
ous i^jloflophy will diffuse itself over the long narrative of our British His- 
tory."— JBdinfrKr^'A Review. 

*' In this volume Sir James Mackintosh fully developes those great powers, 
for the possession of which the public have long ^iven him credit. The result 
is the ablest commentary that has yet appeared in our language upon some 
of the most important circumstances of English Hiatory. ^^—Jltlaa. 

"Worthy in the method, style, and reflections, of the author's high reputa- 
tion. We were particularly pleased with his high vein of philosophical sen- 
timent, and his occasional survey of cfihteraporary annals."— JVot. Gazette. 

*' If talents of the highest order, long experience in politics, and years of 
application to the study of history and the collection of information, can com- 
mand superiority in a historian. Sir James Machintosh may, without reading 
this work, be said to have produced the best history of this country. A peru- 
sal of the work will prove that those who anticipated a superior proiduction, 
have not reckoned in vain on the high qualifications of the author."— Coitrter. 



THBS HISTORY OF THE NSTHBBXANDS. to the Battle of 

'Waterloo* By T* C* Grattan* 

*' It is but justice to Mr. Grattan to say that he has executed his laborious 
task with much industry and proportionate effect. Undisfigured by pompous 
nothingness, and without any of the affectation of philosophical profundity, 
his style is simple, light, and fresh— perspicuous, smooth, and harmonious.'"— 
La BeUe JiaaemhUe. 

" Never did work appear at a more fortunate period. The volume before us 
is a compressed but clear and impartial narrative."— Z.tt. Oai. 



HISTORT OF FRANCE* Bjr Eyre Evans Crovre* In 3 vols* 

** His history of France is worthy to figure with the works of his associates, 
the best of their day, Scott and Mackintosh."- JlfontA^y Mag. 

" For such a task Mr. Crowe is eminently qualified. At a glance, as it were, 
bis eye takes in the theatre of centuries. His style is neat, clear, and pithy; 
and his power of condensation enables him to say much, and effective!^. In a 
few words, to present a distinct and perfect picture in a narrowly circum- 
scribod space." — La Belle Jlssemblee. 



HISTORY OF SCOTI< AJTD* By Sir "Walter Scott* In % Vols* 

** The History of Scotland, by Sir Walter Scott, we do not hesitate to de- 
clare, will be, if possible, more extensively read, than the most popular work 
of fiction, by the same prolific author, and for this obvious reason : it com- 
bines much of the brilliant coloring of the Ivanhoe pictures of by-gone man- 
ners, and all the graceful facility of style and picturesqueness of description 
of his other charming romances, with a minute fidelity to the facts of history, 
and a searching scrutiny into their authenticity and relative value, which 
might put to the blush Mr. Hume and other professed historians. Such is the 
magic charm of Sir Walter Scott's pen, it has only to touch the simplest inci- 
dent of every-day life, and it starts up invested with all the interest of a scene 
of romance; and yet such is his fidelity to the text of nature, that the knights 
and serfs, and collared fools with whom his inventive genius has peopled so 
miany volumes, are regarded by us as not mere creations of fancy, but as real 
flesh and blood existences, with all the virtues, feelings and errors of com- 
mon-place humanity." — lAt. Gazette. 



LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOPAEDIA. 



fflSTORY OP THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THE SlUi MANUFACTURE ; with numerous 
engravings. 

**It contains abundant information in every deimrtnoent of this interefltiaf 
branch of human industry — in the history, culture, and maaufaciure of silk."— 
MnUhly Magazine. 

" There ;s a great deal of curious information in this Utile Tolume.*' IdL Chu. 

HISTORY OF THE ITALIAN TtEPUBLICS • being a View of 
the Rise, Progress, and Fall of Italian Freedom. By J. C. L 
Oe Sismondi. 

" Tl>e ezceltencies, defects, and fortunes of the governments of the Italian 
commonwealths, form a body ef the most valuable materials for political phi- 
losophy. It is time that they should be accessible to the American people lu 
they are about to bo rendered in 8ismondi's musterly abridgment. He has done 
for his large work, what Irving accomplished so well for his Life of Columbus." 
— ^yuional Gazette. 

HISTORY OF THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THE MANUFACTURES ©f PORCELAIN ami 
GLASS. With numerous Wood Cuts. 

" In the design and execution of the work, tlie author has displayed consider- 
able Judgment and skill, and has so di^posied of his valuable materials as to ren- 
der the book attractive and iustruclivo to the general class of readers."— &t. 
Eveninff Post. 

" The author has, by a popular treatment, made it one of the oioat interestios 
books that has been issued of this series. There are, we believe, few of the 
useful arts less generally understood than those of porcelain and glass making 
These are completely illustrated by Dr. Lardner, and the various processes of 
forming differently fashioned utensils, are fully described." 

BIOGRAPHY OF BRITISH STATESMEN; containing the 
Lives of Sir Thomas More, by Sir James Mackikto^; 
Cardinal Wolsey, Archbishop Cranmer, and Lord Burleigh. 

•• A very delightful volume, and on a subject likely to increase in interest 
as it proceeds. * ♦ ♦ We cordially commend the work both for iu desicu and 
execution."— Zondon Lit. Gazette. 

The HISTORY of SPAIN and PORTUGAL In 5 vols. 

•• a general History of the Spanish and Portuguese Peninsula, is a great de- 
sideratum in our language, and we are glad to see it begun under such favorable 
auspices. We have seldom met with a narrative which fixea attention more 
steadily, and bears the reader's mind along more pleasantly." 

" In the volumes before us, there is unquestionable evidence of canacitv for 
the task, and research in the execution."— 17. & Jeurnal. 

" ^ *;^."."® ^'"^ ^^^^^ <^^" ^ ^"' «^n abridgment ; bi.t we know not where so 
much ability has been sliown in condensation. It is unequalled, and likely 
long to reniain so. *♦ We were convinced, on the publication of the first vol- 
ume, that It was no conunon compilation, manufactured to order; we were nre- 
pared to announce it as a very valuable addition ts our literature •** Our 
last words must be, heartily to recommend it to our reader8."->di£ik«n0«i». 

HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

"Like the preceding historical numbers of this valuable publication it 
abounds with interesting details, illustrative of the habits, character, and poUt- 
ical complexion of the people and country it describes ; and afibida. in tbe mnW 
space of one volume, a digest of all the important ftcts which, in more elaborate 
histories, occupy five times the space."— Uvsnin^ Po$t, 



CABINET LIBRARY. 



No. 1.— NARRATIVE OF THE LATE WAR IN GER- 
MANY AND FRANCE. By the Marquess of London- 
DEitRT. With a Map. 

No. 2.— JOURNAL op a NATURALIST, with platea. 

No. a— AUTOBIOGRAPHY of SIR WALTER SCOTT. 
With a portrait. 

No. 4.— MEMOIRS of SIR WALTER RALEGH. By Mrt. 
A. T. Thohson. 

No. 5.— LIFE OF BELISARIUS. By Lord Mahon. 

MILITARY MEMOIRS of the DUKE of WELLINGTON. 
By Capt. Motle Sherer, Author of Recollections of the 
Peninsula. In 2 vols. 18mo. 

*' The tone of feeling and reflection which pervades the work is in the char- 
acteristic mood of the writer, considerate, ardent, and chivalrous; his princi- 
ples, as might be expected, are sound and independent, and his language is 
frequently rich in those beauties which distini^ish his previous writings. To 
us it appears a work which will not discredit its illustrious sul\ject."— CTntCAl 
Service JoumM. 



GLEANINGS in NATURAL HISTORY, being a Companion 
to the Journal of a Naturalist 

" The Cabinet Library bids fair to be a series of great value, aad is recom- 
mended to public and private libraries, to professional men, and ' miscellaneowi 
readers generally. It is beautifully printed, and furnished at a price which will 
place it within the reach of all classes of society.'* — jJmerican TYavcller, 

"' The series of instructive, and, in their original form, expensive works, 
which these enterprising publishers are now issuing under the title of the 
" Cabinet Library," is a fountain of useful, and almost universal knowledge ; 
the advantages of which, in forming the opinions, tastes and manners of that 
portion of society, to which this varied information is yet new, cannot be too 
Irighly eatimated."-^^ational Journal. 

" Messrs. Carey and Lea have commenced a series of pablicationa under the 
above title, which are to appear monthly, and which seem likely, fi-om the spe- 
cimen before us, to acquire a high degree of popularity, and to affitrd a maaa of 
various information and rich entertainment, at once eminently useful and 
strongly attractive. The mechanical execution is fine, the paper and typography 
excellent."— JV*a«Avt//« Banner. 



lOBMOIRS OF THB I^IFBS OF SIR IVAIiTBR RAIiESGH, 
'vrltlk aome Account of the Period in Mrbidi be Uved* By 
MRS. A. T. THOMSON. WiUk a Portrait. 

" Such is the outline of a life, which, in Mrs. Thomson's hands, is a mine of 
interest: from the first page to the last the attention is roused and sustained, 
and while we approve the manner, W9 still more applaud the spirit in which it 
is ezeeuted."— Ziterarjr Oaxelte. 



SCOTT ANB OOOPZSZi. 



BY SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS, a Tale of the Lower Eminre. 

By the Author of Waverley. In "3 vols. 

" llie reader will at once perceive that the subject, the characters and the 
scenes of artion, could nut have been better selected for the display of the vari- 
ous and unequalled powers of the author. All that is glorious in arts and splen- 
did in arms— the glitter of armor, the pomp of war, and the splendor ufchivaliy 
—the gorgeous scenery of the Bosphorus — the ruins of Byzantium — the macnin- 
cence of the Grecian capital, and the richness and voluptuousness of the impe- 
rial court, will rise before the reader in a succession of beautifUl and dazzling 
images" — Commercial Advertiser. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. With a 
Portrait 

HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. la 2 vols. 

" The History of Scotland, by Sir Walter Scott, we do not hesitate to declare, 
will be, if possible, more extensively read, than the most popular worit of fietion, 
by the same prolific author, and for tbis obvious reason: it combines much of the 
brilliant coloring of the Ivanhoe pictures of by-gone manners, and all the grace- 
ful facility of style and picturesquenessof description of his other charming ro- 
mances, with a minute fidelity to the facts of history, and a searching scrutiny 
into their authenticity and relative value, which might put to the blush Mc 
Hume and other professed historians. Such is the magic charm of Sir Walter 
Scott's pen, it has only to touch the simplest incident ofe very-day life, and it starts 
up invested with all the interest of a scene of romance ; and yet auch is bis fideli- 
ty to the text of nature, that the knigbts, and serfs, and collared fools with whom 
his inventive genius has peopled so many volumes, are regarded by us as not 
mere creations of fancy, but as real flesh and blood existences, with all the vir- 
tues, feelings and errors of common-place humanity."— Xtt. QazeUe, 

TALES OF A GRANDFATHER, being a series from French 
History. By the Author of Waverley. 

BY MR. COOPER. 



THii BRAVO. By the Author of the Spy, Pilot, &c. In 2 vols. 

The water-witch, or the SKIMMER of thb SEAS. 

The headsman, or the ABBAYE DES VIGNERONS. 

In 2 vols. 12mo. 

The HEIDENMAUER ; or the BENEDICTINES. In 2 vols. 
iVcM? Editions of the foUotmng Works by the same Author 

NOTIONS OF THE AMERICANS, by a Travelling Bachelor. 

2 vols. I2mo. 
The WEPT OF WISH-TON- WISH, 2 vols. 12mo. 
The red ROVER, 2 vole. 12mo. 
The spy, 2 vols. I2mo. 
The PIONEERS, 2 vols. 12mo. 
The pilot, a Tale of the Sea, 2 vols. 12mo. 
LIONEL LINCOIJV, or hie LEAGUER of BOSTON, 2 vols. 
The last of the MOHICANS, 2 vols. 12ma 
The PRAIRIE, 2 vols. 12rno. 



vrASBmnyron xrvzhg. 



VOYAGES AND ADVENTURES or the COMPANIONS of 
COLUMBUS. By Washington laviNo, Author of the Life 
of Columbus, &,c. 1 vol. 8vo. 

" Of the main work we may repeat that it poseeaseB the value of important 
history and the magnetism of romantic adventure. It sustains in every respect 
the reputation of Irving." " We may hope that the gifted author will treat in like 
manner the enterprises and exploits of Pizarro and Cortes ; and thus complete a 
series of elegant recitals, which will contribute to the especial gratification of 
Americans, and form an imperishable fund of delightful instruction for all ag«f 
and countries."— JV*at. OazetU. ' 

" As hQ leads us ft-om one savage tribe to another, as he paints successive 
scenes of heroism, perseverance and self-denial, as he wanders among the mag- 
nificent scenes of nature, as he relates with scrupulous fidelity the errors, and 
the crimes, even of those whose lives are for the roost part marked with traits 
to command admiration, and perhaps esteem— everywhere we find him the same 
undeviating, but beautiful moralist, gathering flrom every incident some lesson 
to present in striking language to the reason and the heart."— wtfm. Q,uarterlif 

Reviev. 

• 

*' This is a delightful volume; for the preface truly says that the expeditions 
narrated and springing out of the voyages of Columbus may be compared witli 
attempts of adventurous knights-errant to achieve the enterprise left unfinished 
by some illustrious predecessors. Washington Irving's name is a pledge bow 
well their stories will be told : and we only regret that we must of necessity d«- 
fex our extracts for a week.*'— Zpncfoa lit. Oazette, 

A CHRONICLE of the CONQUEST of GRENADA. By 
Washington Irving, Esq. In 3 vols. 

*' 0n the whole, this work will sustain the high fame of Washington Irving. 
It fills a blank in the historical library which ought not to have remained so 
long a blank. The language throughout is at once chaste and animated ; and 
the narrative may be said. Tike Spenser's Fairy Q,ueen,'to present one long gal< 
lery of splendid pictures." — Loud. Lit. Oazette. 

The ALHAMBRA; a Series of Tales ^d Sketches of the 
Moors and Spaniards, By the author of the Sketch-Book. Ic 
2 vols. 

*' We have read a part of Washington Irving's new SkBtek-Book, the scene 
of which is in Spain, the most romantic of European countries, and the best 
known by the girted author. His style has lost nothing of its peculiar charm 
—his descriptions are as craphie as usual, and enlivened with cacy anecdotes 
and happy reflection, we shall probably soon CUrnisli a specimen of tlus 
work, from the whole of which we expect gratification."- AVit. Oazette. 

New Editions of the following Work$ by the same Author, 
The sketch BOOK, 2 vols. 12mo. 

KNICKERBOCKER'S HISTORY of NEW YORK, revised 
and corrected. S vols. 

BRACEBRIDGE hall, or the HUMORISTS, 2 vols. 12iiio. 

TALES OF A TRAVELLER, 2 vols. 12mo. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



TOUR OF A GERMAN PRINCE, (Puckmr Mvskau,) through 
the Southern and Western parts of England, Wales, Ireland, 
and France. In 8va Second American edition. 

** It oontaini the least prejtidiced and mo«t acute noticea we have read of the 
babits and modes of thinking of Englishmen, and tbe merits and defbcu of the 
eoantry and society.'*— Gtoft«. 

CONVERSATIONS with LORD BYRON on the SUBJECT 
OF RELIGION. By J. Kennedy, M. D. 12ma 

GLEANINGS in NATURAL fflSTORY, with Local Jlecoi- 
lections. By Edward Jesse, Esq. To which are added. Maxima 
and Hints for Anglers. From the second London edition. 
•« A work that will be fondly treasured by every true lover of nature."— JV>w 

Mnikhl Mag. . . ^ 

*' We hazard bat little in predicting that this volume will be a favorite with 

a large class of readers. It is written by a true lover of nature, and one who 

most pleasantly records his actual observations."— Lit. Oat, 

The duchess op BERRI, in LA VENDEE, comprising a 
Narrative of her Adventures, with her private papers uid 
secret correspondence, by General Dermoncoart, who ar- 
rested her royal highness at Nantes. In 1 vol. 12ma 

[Thk editioa ezdwiTely coDbtim Um) unportent doeonaiii and papen wbidi wduM have M to Ota 
letnre of ttie work in Fnnee, bad tfa^ b«eo {ndilnbed Otere.! 

** Upon its high intanrt we need not enlarge : the peiaonal adrenturaa of the prineeaa. ber Joami 
en iMt and on horaelMck, indicguiae and in her o«m chancier, her mental and bodily OTflMno, her 



and her deipair, are a romance, and aeem to bekMw to another ago. They recall the waadertMa and Iha 

perib oT oar '>wn Chariea Edward, witti all tbe a&it' "'^ —^ "^ " -^ " ^ " 

the nflhringof a voaaB."— vAUenaum. 



iboToor »wn Chariea EdWai^ witti all tbe additional intareit which mart attach to the 




The economy of MACfflNERY and MANUFACTURES 
6v C.vtjji'^ Badbage. 18mo. 

** Of the many publications which have recently isiaed from -the press, caka- 
tated to give a popalar and attractive form to the resolts of science, we look upon 
this volume as by ftir the most valuable. Mr. Babbage's name is well known 
in connexion with the general subject of which he has here undertaken to treat. 
But it will be difficult for the reader who docs not possess tbe volume itself, to 
understand the happy style, the judgment and tact, by means of which the an- 
thor has contrived to lend almost the charm of romance to the apparently dry 
and technical theme which he has chosen."-— Jf<mtA/y Rev. 

OUSELEY'S REMARKS on thb STATISTICS and POLITI- 

CAL INSTITUTIONS op the UNITED STATES. 

" The author is a man of solid sen««, friendly to this country, and his remarki 
have the value and interest of which' his character and inquiries authorised 
the expectation."— JVationa/ Gatette. 

TWO YEARS AND A HALF IN THE NAVY, or. Journal 
OP A Cruise in the Mediterranean and Levant, on board 
the U. S. Frigate Conot-ellation, in the Ybars 182a9, 1830 
and 1831. By E. C. Wines. In 2 vols. 12ma 

** The author is a gentleman of classical education, a shrewd observer a lively 
writer, whose natural manner is always agreeable ; whose various matter is 
generally entertaining and instructive; and whose descriptions are remarkablv 
graphic. The greater portion of his pages have yielded us both profit and 
pleasure."— JVot. Oat. 



J 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Thb ALHAMBRA; a Series of Tales and Sketches of the Moore 
and Spaniards. By the author of the Sketch-Book. In 2 vols. 

" We have read a part of Washington irving's new Sketch Book, thesccnn of 
wUich is Spain, the most romantic of European countries, and the best kno\\ n 
by the gifted author. Ilia style has lost nothing of itd peculiar charm,— iiis de- 
scriptions are as graphic as usual, and enlivened with racy anecdotes and liappy 
reflection. We shall probably soon firnisb a specimen of this work, from the 
whole of which we expect gratification."— JVW. Gazette. 

The bravo. By the author of the "Spy," "Pilot," "Red 
Rover," &,c. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

** Let us honestly avow in coificlusion, that in addition to the charm of an 
interesting fiction to be found in these pages, there is more mental power 
in them, more matter that sets people thinking, more of that quality that 
in accelerating the onward movement of the world, than in ail the Scotch 
novels that have so deservedly won our admiration." — New Monthly Mag. 

"This new novel from the pen of our countryman. Cooper, will wm new 
laurels fi>r him. It. is full of dramatic interest — '* hair-breadth escapes'* — 
animated and bustling scenes on the canals, in the prisons, on the Ilialto, 
In the Adriatic, and in the streets of Venice." — A^. 1. Courier 4r Enquirer. 

" Of the whole work, we may confidently say that it it very able — a per- 
formance of genius and power." — Nat. Gazette. 

** The Bravo will, we think, tend much to exalt and extend the &me of 
its author. We have hurried through its pages with an avidity which must 
find its apology in the interesting character of the incidents and the very 
vivid and graphic style in which they are described." 

By the same author. 
The HEIDENMAUER, or Pagan Camp. In 2 vols. 

SALMONIA ; or, Days of Fly Fishing ; by Sib H. Davy. 

We are surprised, in meeting with an American refMrint of this delightful 



tt 



volume, that a work so universally popular has not been before republished in 
this country."— A*. I', ^^merican. 

'* One of the most delightful labors of leisure ever seen ; not a few of the 
most beautiful phenomena of nature are here lucidly explained." — Cfent. Mag^ 

TfiB NATURAL fflSTORY of SELBORNE. By the late 

Rev. Gilbert White, A. M., Fellow of the Oriel College, 

Oxford, with additions, by Sir William Jardine, Bart F. R. S. 

E. F. L S. M. W. S., author of " HlustrationB of Ornithology." 

"* White's History of Selborne,' the most fa8cin»<ing piece of rural writing 

and sound English philosophy that has ever isBix^d iVom the press."— jJtA««««ni. 

The mechanism op the HEAVENS, by Mrs. Somervellb. 

In 18mo. 

" We possess already innumerable discourses on Astronomy, in which the 
wonders of the heavens and their laws are treated of; but we can say most 
conscientiously that we are acquainted with none— not even La Place's own 
beautiful expose in hi^ JSystem du Monde,— \n which all that is essentially inter- 
esting in the motions and laws of the celestial bodies, or which is capable of 
popular enunciation, is so admirably, so graphically, or we may add, so un- 
affectedly and simply placed bef.ire us. * * * Is it asking too much of Mrs. 
Somcrville to express a hope that she will allow this beautiful preliminary 
Dissertation to be printed separately, for the delight and instruction of thou- 
sands of readers, young and old. who cannot understand, or are too indolent 
to apply themselves to the more elaborate parts of the work? If she will do 
this, we hereby promise to exert our best endeavors to make its merits known." 
— Lilerary Gazette. . 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



TOUR OF A GERMAN PRINCE, (Puckmr Muskau,) through 
the Southern and Western parts of England, Wales, Ireland, 
and France. In 8va Second American edition. 

** It oontaini ibe least prejudiced and moet acute noticea we have read of the 
babiti and modes of thinking of Englishmen, and the menta and deActa of the 
eountry and society."— Gtoft«. 

CONVERSATIONS with LORD BYRON on the SUBJECT 
OF RELIGION. By J. Kennsdt, M. D. 12ma 

GLEANINGS in NATURAL fflSTORY, with LocalJlecoi- 

lections. By Edward Jisse, Esq. To which are added, Maxims 

and Hints ror Anglers. From the second London edition. 

** A work that will be fondly treasured by every true lover of nature."— JV>w 
MnUkly Mag, 

*' We hazard but little in predicting that this volume will be a favorite with 
a large class of readers. It is written by a true lover of nature, and one who 
most pleasantly records his actual observations." — Lit. Oat, 

The duchess of BERRI, in LA VENDEE, comprising a 
Narrative of her Adventures, with her private papers and 
secret correspondence, by General Dermoncourt, who ar- 
rested her royal highness at Nantes. In 1 vol. 12ma 

[Thn edition cxdwiTely ooDbtin the important doeanmis and wpan whidi wouM have hd to fk« 
Mtnre of the work in France, bad tfa^ b«eo publithed there.] 
** Upon it« high intareet we need not enlarge : the peiaonal adrenturai of the princaa, her Joomniagi 
and <m horaeback, in disguise and in her o«rn character, her mental and bodily iolSBriBfi, her r 



and ber despair, are a romance, and seem to betonr to another age. They ncall the waDdenncs and Ihs 
perib of our '^wn Clarlfla EdWardf with all the adoitiooal interest which mast atlMh to the daring and 
the soflbing of a woman. "—^Mcncum. 



The economy of MACHINERY and MANUFACTURES. 

6v CEAHiiBr Babbage. 18mo. 

** Of the many publications which have recently issaed from -the press, caka- 

tated to give a popalar and attractive form to the resalts of science, we look upon 

this volame as by fhr the most valuable. Mr. Babbage's name is well known 

in connexion with the general subject of which he has here undertaken to treat 

I Bnt it will be difficult for the reader who docs not possess the volame itself, to 

I understand the happy ^tyle, the Judgment and tact, by means of which the aa- 

I thor has contrived to lend almost tne charm of romance to the apparently dry 

I and technical thepfie which he has chosen."— JfontA/y Rev. 

OUSELEY'S REMARKS on thb STATISTICS and POLITI- 
CAL INSTITUTIONS op the UNITED STATES. 

•• The author is a man of solid sen«e, friendly to this country, and his remarks 
have the value and interest of which' his character and inquiries authorised 
the expectation."— A*a£iona/ Gazette. 

TWO YEARS AND A HALF IN THE NAVY, or. Journal 
OP A Cruise in the Mediterranean and Levant, on board 
THE U. S. Frigate Constellation, in the Ybars 1829, 1830, 
and 1831. By E. C. Wines. In 2 vols. 12ma 

** The author is a gentleman of classical education, a shrewd observer a livelv 
writer, whose natural manner is always agreeable ; whose various matter is 
generally entertaining and instructive; and whose descriptions are remarkable 
graphic. The greater portion of his pages have yielded ui both profit and 
pleasure."- JWrf. Oaz. 




I . L- 



3 2044 020 492 492 



■ "f 



THE BORROWER WILL BE CHARGED 
AN OVERDUE FEE IF THIS BOOK IS 
NOT RETURNED TO THE LIBRARY ON 
OR BEFORE THE LAST DATE STAMPED 
BELOW. NON-RECEIPT OF OVERDUE 
NOTICES DOES NOT EXEMPT THE 
BORROWER FROM OVERDUE FEES. 

Harvard College WIdener Library 
Cambridge, MA 021 38 (61 7) 495-241 3 




